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BOOK THE SIXTH. L 


Recon! how great is thy em- 
pire! how many virtues do mortals owe 
to thee! Happy indeed is that individual 

who, penetrating into thy ſublime truths, 
finds perpetually in thy boſom an aſylum 
againſt vice, and a refuge againſt misfor= 
tune. Whilſt capricious fortune ſmiles 
on his innocent deſires, whilft he paſſes 

his days without a ſtorm, thou knoweſt 
how to adorn them; thou addeſt a new 

; . pleaſure | 
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pleaſure to every act of benevolence, and 
communicateſt a novel charm to the de- 
light of every good action. Thy very 
rigour is a benefit; thou takeſt from hap- 
pineſs that alone which would contami- 
nate it, and forbiddeſt it alone to love 
that, a paſſion for which would debaſe it. 
If on the contrary chance overwhelms a 
boſom obedient to thy laws, then it is 
that it more particularly finds its ſtrongeſt 
ſupport in thee. Without enjoining in- 
Tenſibility, which our nature happily ren- 

ders impoſſible, thou learneſt us to bear 
the evils which thou thinkeſt it proper to 

inflict; thou entereſt the diſtracted bo- 
ſom to calm its agonizing ſorrows and 
giveſt the unhappy another gleam of hope, 
and doſt not extinguiſh that pure ſentiment 
which makes them ſuffer, but which ex- 
tends their life. 


The noble and _=_ Ifabella found 


from 
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from religion alone, the power of ſup- 
porting her afflictions. At once weighed 
down by the loſs of her ſon-in-law, the 
deſpair of her daughter, and the misfor- 
tune of her arms, ſhe took refuge in the 
boſom of her God; that God commands 
her to think for her people. The unfor- 
tunate parent aſſigned the care of the 
widow to Seraphina and Leocadia, who 
were ordered to conduct her to Taen. 
The body of the deceaſed prince was 
given to the Portugueſe, his ſervants, 
who immediately departed to bear it to 
Belem. Free from thoſe anxieties, and 
reſtraining her tears, Iſabella aſſembled 
round her perſon her huſband, and prin- 
cipal commanders, and thus addreſſes 
them: 


„ Companions, once of my glory now 
of my misfortunes, ye, to whom I have 
_ owed ſo many triumphs, and whom for- 
B 3 tune - 
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tune has but once betrayed, ye ſee the ſad 
effects of an unexpected attack from the 
infidels; thouſands of Spaniards have 
fallen beneath their blows; we have no 


longer magazines, places of retreat, nor 


military engine. The enemy,proud of their 
ſucceſs, repoſe beneath ſuperb pavillions 
erected without their walls; and we, with 
our ſwords in our hands, watch over the 
enſanguined aſhes of our deſtroyed camp. 


We have to chooſe, brave Caſtillians, 
a diſhonourable peace which would cover 
with ſhame the Chriſtian name, or an 
heroic firmneſs which muſt ultimately 
crown us with glory. And at what time 
are we to think of this diſgraceful peace, 
when treaſures, for a long time accumu- 
lated, prevent my having recourſe to 
ſubſidies, when my marriage with Ferdi- 
nand doubles my reſources and my troops? 


The Moors are even now on the brink of 


Tuin > 
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ruin; diſcord rules among them. A 
cruel and pufillanimous king totters on 
his uſurped throne. The Abencerrages 
have abandoned this perfidious and bar- 
barous tyrant. France is my ally; Por- 
tugal, alas! had confided to: us its hope. 
Africa trembles at my name. My fleet 
cover its ſeas, and Gonzalva 1s hourly 
expected. What more favourable epoch. 
can ever be preſented to us of rendering 
Spain free, and of avenging eight centu- 
ries of injuries? My friends, dearly as your- 
ſelves, I love the delights of an happy 
peace; I know that the firſt of bleſſings is the 
tranquillity of my people, ſo neceſſary 
to the cares of a good monarch ; and 1 
would confirm this to my poſterity. They 
will have, I hope, greater than mine, ta- 
lents and noble virtues which may enſure 
their proſperity; they cannot have, I am 
certain, heroes like thoſe who now hear- 
me, and who know how to conquer. 
B 4 | «1 pre 
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e pretend not to be blind to our loſs; 
J fee the full extent of the evils we have 
experienced. But the Muſſulmen have, 
nevertheleſs, more to lament than our- 
ſelves. Their deſpair has ſaved them. 
The ſight of their pavillions tends to diſ- 
courage our army; my friends, let a bold 


Project diſcourage them in return. They 


have only prepared a feeble camp; I with 
to build a city. I wiſh that new ramparts 
of ours may brave the ramparts of Gre- 


nada; and that a vaſt city, ſuddenly 


ſpringing up before their eyes, announce 
to them, that from this moment this ſpot 
of ground is become our country.” 


She finiſhed, and the aſtoniſhed chiefs 
obſerved a ſolemn filence. Ferdinand 
himſelf ventured not to applaud the dar- 
ing enterprize. Iſabella, with the elo- 


quence of fortitude and reaſon, explains 


circumſtantially her great projects. The 
inex- 
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inexhauſtible quarries, the immenſe fo- 
reſts which ſurrounded Grenada, the 
rivers which winded along the plain, 
might furniſh abundant materials where- 
with to build a city. A hundred thou- 
fand arms employed in the labours, pro- 
tected by twenty thouſand warriors, may 
ſoon erect towers round the circle marked 
out for the city. Behind theſe formid- 
able turrets the Spaniards may, at their 
leiſure, perform the private duties of 
citizens. Maſters of the roads of Anda- 
lufia, they would ſoon make themſelves 
maſters of Grenada already captive ; and 
the Moors, after their defeat near a ſtrong 
place peopled by veteran ſoldiers, would 
for ever loſe all hopes of 1 off the 
yoke of the conquerors. 


Ferdinand, Lara, and all the chiefs, ac- 

quieſced in theſe powerful motives. All, 
in admiration of Iſabella, defired that the 
B 5 the 
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new city might bear the name of their 
auguſt queen. That mark of reſpect 


would be dear to me,” ſhe modeſtly re- 


plied, © but it is not yet merited on my 
part. It was for our faith that we have 
fought ; it is to extend its empire that we 
erect theſe walls ; the ſpot ſhall be called 
THE HOLY FAITH, this name enſures 
their duration. 


On the morrow they began to execute 
the wiſhes of Iſabella. She herſelf choſe 
the ſpot where, under her inſpection, the 
ground was marked out. , Numerous 
couriers flew to Caſtille, Valencia, and 
Andaluſia for ſupplies of proviſions, 
workmen and ſoldiers. The king of 
Arragon every where entrenched, feared 
no more a new attack. The army pre- 
pared themſelves for labours, and Lara 


ſecretly my the idea that a long 
enter 


GONZ ALVA or CORDOVA, TE 


.enterprize would give Gonzalva an op- 
portunity. of returning to be conqueror. 


This hero at length began to recover” 
health and ſtrength. His countenance 
had reſumed the graces of youth, and the 
paleneſs which remained became an ad- 
ditional charm with her who well knew 
its cauſe. Zulima, always with him,. 
often ventured. to aſk him of his birth, 
his country, and the exploits which, 
doubtleſs, he had performed. The hero 
fixed his eyes on the ground and made no 
reply. The princeſs feared to importune- 
him. But his filence, and the little light 
ſhe was able to obtain from the captive 
Pedro, mixed ſome anxiety with the hap-- 
pineſs her fancy preſented to her.. 


Many days paſſed imperceptibly away. 
Every morning the lovely Zulima con- 
ducted Gonzalva to a grove of myrtles 

B 6 and 
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and oranges. She lent her arm to the 
hero to aid him, ſtill unable to walk; ſhe 
obliged him to ſit down by the ſide of 
a limpid ſtream which traverſed the 
_ grove ; ſhe fate by him. There both of 
them, delighted with the felicity of ſee- 
ing themſelves together, protracted theſe 
delicious interviews ſo dear and valuable 
to lovers, when nothing that is ſaid is loſt. 
upon either; when, whoever pauſed, 
was not the leſs underſtood; when af- 
fecting to talk only of objects the moſt 
indifferent, they inceſſantly ſpoke of that 
only which intereſted both. The beauty 
of the fituation, the calm ſtate of the air, 
the perfume of flowers falling in natural 
feſtoons around them, the murmur of 
the rapid ſtream which over a golden 
ſand flowed at their feet, the noiſe of the 
bees amongſt the flowers which crouded 
the banks, added ſtill new charms to the 

6 ſoft 
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ſoft languor which poſſeſſed them. Con- 
verſations ſuddenly commenced, were as 
abruptly followed by filence. Often 
their eyes, as they raiſed them from the 
ground, encountered each other, and im- 
mediately turned away. Sometimes a 
ſigh, or a tear, eſcaped from Zulima, 
prompted Gonzalva to aſk a queſtion, 
which received no anſwer ; and Gonzal- 
va's only complaint was then to ſigh 
again. Zulima always had with her her 
guitar; and when ſhe feared to hear too 
much of what ſhe already knew well 
enough, ſhe would beg to ſing to him that 
old and popular ballad ſo well known in 
Grenada, 


THE 
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THE ROCK OF THE TWO LOVERS. 


A LEGENDARY TALEs 


| | . | 
A CaprTive held in Mooriſh chains, 
Fernando lov'd the royal maid ; . 
Elvira, who beheld his pains, 
With ſympathy his love repaid ; 
For, ah! tho' pomp and love are foes; . 
A princeſs has a heart to loſe. 


II. 
Locks only told their ſecret aim, 
But what can be for love too hard ?* 
His eyes announc'd a conftant flame, 
Her's promis'd the deſerv'd reward. 
Thus with a glance the match was made, 
And, without ſpeaking, all was ſaid, | 


LI. 
This tender pair, one fatal day, 
Had wander'd to the barren ſhore, 
Where rocks above obſtruct the way, 
And far below the billows roar. 
Dire ſcene of horror and deſpair! 
But love can make a deſert fair. 


There 
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55 
There, by ſome cruel foe betray'd, 
While their eternal vows they chang'd,. 
They heard her father in the glade, 
His ſavage troops around them rang'd. 
No hopes of pity to be mov'd, 
The Mooriſh king had never lov'd.. 
; © | 
High on the rock's o'erhanging brow, - 
The faithful lovers take their ſtand : 
The king comes on, Elvira now 


Bends o'er th* Abyſs, and waves her hand. 


Death and his terrers meet her eye, 
But what true lover fears to die? 
VI. 


6 Retire, retire, or you have ſlain 


Your darling child;“ the princeſs cried,. 


If you approach we ſeek the main, 
And plunge together 1n the tide, 
United by love's ſacred tie, | 
Tis joy, tis eeſtacy to die.“ 
5 . 
He paus'd, he ſhrunk, his foot withdrew; 
A cruel ſoldier forward ſprung; 
From the high crag the lovers flew, 
The hollow ſhore with echoes rung. 
The bitter draught of death they taſte, 
And ſink embracing and embrac'd. 


1 | Gonzalva 
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Gonzalva liſtened with tears to this 


ſorrowful and affecting hiſtory; a thou- 


ſand emotions, to which it gave riſe, op- 
preſſed his ſenſible boſom. That differ- 
ence of worſhip which occaſioned the 
misfortunes of Fernando ſeemed, to his 
fancy, to preſent an inſurmountable ob- 
ſtacle to his paſſion and his views. Ab- 
ſorbed in this meditation, with his eyes 
fixed upon the princeſs, he looked at her 
attentively but ſaid nothing; but his 
tears, his looks, made him well enough 
underſtood. Zulima, penfive like himſelf, 
turned her face gently away, but imper- 
ceptibly looked at him again. She had 
ceaſed to ſing, but the hero ſtill liſtened. 
Perplexed, but pleaſed with the emotion 


ſhe had excited, with one of her hands ſhe 


hid the bluſh which overſpread her coun- 
tenance, whilſt the other wandering over 
the inſtrument, produced ſome irregular 
tones. Theſe plaintive notes ſtill added 

10 
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to the tender melancholy and ſweet de- 
lirium which poſſeſſed their ſenſes. 
Nothing indeed could equal the charm, 


the delight of their mutual filence; and 


that expanſion of foul which left both at 
liberty to contemplate each other, to enjoy 
their feelings, to communicate them 
without uttering a word, to concentrate 


and expand them. 


Thus paſſed the days of Zulima and 


.Gonzalva in a feries of ingenuous plea- 


ſure and the trueſt happineſs. Yet they 
reproached themſelves for not having 
communicated all their ſecrets to each 
other. Gonzalva concealed that he was 
Gonzalva. Zulima ventured not to re- 
veal a myſtery no leſs important. The 
fear which each entertained of exciting 
diſlike and diſguſt from the other, chec k- 
ed theſe painful confeſſions. But this 
terror was a puniſhment. At the ſame 
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time and on the ſame day they mutually _ 
reſol ved to avow every thing. 


— 


« Princeſs,” ſays the hero as ſoon as 
he found himfelf alone with her, © I, this 
day, doubtleſs, am about to loſe that 
friendihip ſo dear to me, which your 


heart has deigned to grant me. It is, ne- 


vertheleſs, more fearful to me to deceive, 
than to diſpleaſe you. Learn at length 
what I have a thouſand times attempted 
to tcll you. 1 have never had the courage,. 
and it is {til} about to abandon me, when 
I think that in a moment, perhaps, you 
will hate me, and baniſh from your 
preſence, him who cannot live without 
you; him, who from the firſt day that he 
beheld you, felt his ſoul inflamed.” 


«, My lord,” interrupted Zulima, who 
feared the avowal of that love which ſne 


wiſhed him to feel alſo from her, but not. 
to 


& 
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to hear, I owe you my honour and my 


life, and I love to think that Grenada will 


| ſoon owe you its ſafety. So many claims 


muſt aſſure you of that lively gratitude 


Which is inſpired by virtue and is inſe- 


parable from it. My father will ſoon be 
here; my father will know that his 
daughter was ſaved by your valour., 


His friendſhip and that of Almanzar will 


be the reward of this important benefit. 
Ah! may heaven grant that the tendereſt 


ties may unite you three together; it is 


the moſt ardent deſire of my ſoul, and the 
only emotion which it dares avow. 


e But it is time to inform you of a ſe- 
cret, of which my father is ignorant, and 
which Almanzar himſelf never knew. I 
am about to confide it to you alone. 


Having heard this, perhaps, you will de- 


fire to hear nothing elſe from me.“ 


At 


; 
ps 
| 
: 
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At theſe words Gonzalva was ſpeech- 


leſs and turned pale; he feared the lovely 


Moor had given her affections to ſome 


rival. He trembled, and expected, in 


ſilence, that ſhe ſhould pronounce his 


deſtiny ; and the princeſs was about to 


continue, when a ſlave haſtened to inform 
her, that her father, Muly-Haſſem, was 
arrived, accompanied by two warriors. 


Zulima left Gonzalva and flew to her 
father. The old man embraced her with 
tears. And are you again reſtored to 
me?” he cried, © do I once more preſs 
in my arms her I have ſo long lamented? 


IT ſhould have expired, Zulima, if your 


abſence had been longer protracted. 
Your ſlave came to me at Carthama. 
Informed that the impious Alamar had 
purſued you, every day I was on the 
point of going to ſeek you with the brave 
Zeir, chief of the Abencerrages; the va- 

liant. 


{ 
f 
I 
| 
\ 
[ 
2 
* 


1 


GONZ ALVA or CORDOVA, 21 


liant Omar whom you ſee, and the gene- 
rous Velid, who will ſoon be here. Theſe 

_ worthy. friends, the only ones we have left, 
have, to obtain your deliverance, explored 
our rivers and mountains. They have 
followed me to this place, where I have 
found my beloved daughter, the only 
bleſſing which can ſooth my misfor- 
tunes.“ | | 


Zulima once more embraced him and 
ſaluted the Abencerrages ; and excuſing 
to the old man her precipitate flight, ſhe 
related to him how the ſoldiers of Alamar 
having hurried her on board the ſhip, a 
warrior, a prince of Africa, ſent doubtleſs | 
by heaven, in the midſt of a tempeſt, A 
alone againſt a hoſt of enemies, had deli- : 
vered her from their fury. | 


E Whine is he?” cried Muly, © where 
18 the ſaviour of my daughter, he who 
makes 
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makes me live again? Lead me inſtantly 


to him, that I may ſee and preis him to 


my boſom.” 


Saying this the old man eagerly roſe; 
and the princeſs beheld, with delight, 


this tender and animated emotion. She 
| haſtened to call Gonzalva. As ſoon as he 


entered the good Muly threw his arms 
about him: © My young benefactor,” he 
exclaimed, © you have reſtored Zulima to 
me; what return can I make you? 
Alas! I was once a king, and poſſeſſed a 
crown, and might have requited you: I 
have loſt it now, and have ny left n me a 
ſuſceptible heart.” 


The hero received his careſſes with a 
captivating modeſty ; he bluſhed at the 
praiſes he had ſo well deſerved, and was 
laviſh of his attention to the father of her 
he loved. Regarding with reſtleſs eyes 

the 
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the young Abencerrages, he already ima- 


gined that he ſaw in them his rivals. 


Omar and Zeir on their parts examined 


him; and the tale of what he had done 


filled their hearts with ſecret envy. His 


abode near Zulima diſquieted and made 
them penſive ; nevertheleſs, their gene- 
rofity beſtowed on the brave ſtranger the 
praiſes he ſo well had merited. Zulima 
heard them with her eyes fixed upon the 
ground; and her bluſhes, her embarraſſ- 


ment, confirmed to the Abencerrages, that 


which their ſuſpicions had already made 
them fear. yy 


Whilſt diſſatisfied and uneaſy they 
were indulging ſuch, penſive reflections, 
the princeſs, who with a glance read what 
paſled in the boſom of her hero, haſtened 
to conduct Muly and the Abencerrages to 
the palace. She wiſhed to ſpeak. with 


_ Gonzalva, and, by a ſingle word, remove 


the 
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the puniſhment ſhe ſaw him ſuffer. 
But the old Muly left her not a moment, 
ſtill holding her hand and preſſing it to his 
breaſt. He knew not of the laſt exploits of 
Almanzar ; he ſpoke to the ſtranger of the 
't perils of Grenada and of the hopes he 
4 already conceived from his valour. 
Gonzalva, his eyes fixed on Zulima and 
the Abencerrages, with difficulty replied 
to the queſtions of the old man; and the 
two Moors in ſilence looked at each other 
and ſighed. | 


Already night had veiled the earth. 
Zulima, her father, her gueſts reclined on 
a carpet of Perſia, on the fide of a baſon 
of tranſparent water which refreſhed a 


and took together their evening repaſt. 

On a ſudden Velid, the third brother of 

Zeir, and the bold Omar, arrived from 5 

Malaga and appeared before them. . 
« King 


| 
marble ſaloon, were ſerved with fruits, 
r 
C 
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© King of Grenada,” ſaid he; © I bring 
you fearful news. I announce to you an 
enemy more formidable than Alamar. 
Thy daughter is ſaved, Muly, but thy 
country is undone. Gonzalva is returned 
from Fez : Gonzalva is on theſe ſhores.”” 


At the name of Gonzalva terror was im- 


prefſed on the countenance of Muly. 
Omar and Zeir roſe from their ſeats ; the 
princeſs, by an involuntary movement, 
came nearer her deliverer, 


i Hear me,” continued Velid, * a 
veſſel from Africa is arrived in port. It 
was in purſuit of Gonzalva, who eſcaped 
by night a ſnare which Seid had laid 
for him. The captain of the veſſel in- 
forms us that the ſmall veilel which car- 
ried the warrior muſt have come to theſe 
coaſts, iince his attendants, whom they 
ſuffered to depart from Fez, have waited 
for him many days in vain on the banks 
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of Algezira. Behold, my brethren, an 


opportunity to avenge and ſave our coun- 
try. Let us every where ſeek this bold 


Spaniard; let each of us challenge him 
to combat; and let the lance of an Aben- 
cerrage deliver Grenada from its peſt.” 


He ſpake ; Omar and Zeir applauded ; 


Zulima trembled, and Gonzalva ſmiled. 


« My friends,“ interrupted Muly, “ let 
this important event for ever extinguiſh 


your diſputes. All three have long been 
enamoured of my beloved Zulima; all 
three deſerve her; but her heart has not 
yet made its choice. Let glory now de- 
cide that which love has left undecided. 
Fly to meet Gonzalva; attack him alter- 
nately as becomes Abencerrages, and let 
the conqueror be the happy huſband of 
Zulima.“ 


At 
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At theſe words the three warriors fell 
at the feet of Muly, who turning to his 
daughter, aſked her conſent. Zulima 
was ſilent, but caſt a rapid glance at 
Gonzalva, whoſe eyes were fixed on the 
ground. She trembled ; ſhe heſitated ; 
but at length bluſhing, and with a fal- 
tering voice, ſhe ſaid, 


8188 My Fither; 1 am wholly yours; my 


˖ 

h ſubmiſſion to your will ſhall always be 
n equal to your tenderneſs. I eſteem and 
Il love the Abencerrages ; their attachment 
Mt to my father, gives them a powerful claim 
= upon my heart. But though I have con- 
J. tinually before me how much you owe 
r them, I forget not how much I myſelf 
8 owe this generous ſtranger. He loves 
= me; I bluſh not to own it; his.virtues 


and his valour make him a worthy rival 

| of theſe noble Abencerrages. Like them, 
At he claims my hand. As well as they he 
EF may 
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may conquer Gonzalva, and I conſent to 
become the reward of that difficult en- 
terprize, if my father, and theſe three 
warriors, will permit him to make the 
attempt.“ 


Thus ſpake Zulima, fearful of having 


Maid too much. The old man approved, 
and Gonzalva, mute and motionleſs, 
waited till Zeir ſhould reply. 


« Your gratitude is juſt,*” replied the 
chief of the Abencerrages, % and the 
paſſion of that brave ſtranger ought nei- 
ther to offend, nor ſurprize us. We ac- 
cept him for our companion ; we will 
bear to ſce him return victorious, - with 
Pain, but without jealouſy. This ſenti- 
ment, too mean for our boſoms, contami- 
nates not the hearts where thou reigneſt. 
But Gonzalva has been long our mortal 
foe ; never could he offend this warrior. 


The 


7 
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The combat with a Spaniard, in a par- 
ticular manner, belongs to us; and, as 
the chief of my tribe, I demand to be the 
firſt to attack the Caſtillian.” 


« Zeir,” replied Gonzalva, in a tone 
which he was not able to reſtrain, © be 
fatisfied ; I promiſe that you ſhall firſt 
combat him. To-morrow, at break of 
day, we will depart. Accept my vow to 
lead you to Gonzalva, and without diſ- 
puting for precedence, I dare to engage 
that he ſhall ſatisfy you all.“ 


At theſe words, pronounced with 
ſparkling eyes, the haughty Abencerrages 
expreſſed the livelieſt ſurprize; but the 
diſcreet Muly interrupted the converſa- 
tion, by repeating his promiſe. The 
four warriors ſwore to be ready at break 
of day. They immediately ſeparated,. 

took leave of the princeſs, and, condudted 
NE "EF by 


— ee,» 


—— 


— + th, [ [„ . — 


2 ATE Os 
4 — 
dA « 


2 


. 2. 2 . — . — 
„„ ·˙ A 6s 


2 — 2 2 n 
- "TEN Ly _ N 2 = 
4 2 * q * 4 n 7 22 Y my = 
4 N ? * . * * 5 2 3 _ be * * 

— — — — 4 "OC OI : - * eL — 4 

bs * 3 r * , 

. 3 7 5 oY 9 r * — 8 — 

— 3 , ao. 2 LD ER IE 6 k — . — HORN? = < 4.5 5 

7 on A n Mp foo n 9 * 5 0 

2 * . n 2 93 Ar ne, 2h, Gf ons RAP) on 2 
— 5 r 


30 GONZALVA or CORDOVA. 


by Muly-Haſſem, reſigned thenelves to 


ſleep. 


All but the jealous Gonzalva, whoſe 
feelings would not admit of repoſe. The 
paſſion of the three Abencerrages ; the 
fear that one of them was beloved; the 


Tecret, the fatal ſecret, which the princeſs 


was about to reveal, when Muly arrived 
and interrupted her: all theſe terrors, 
which love can invent, tormented the 
hero's boſom. He was reſtleſs, impa- 
tient to ſpeak with Zulima, to bid her 
an eternal adieu; to receive from her, or 
to reſign for ever, all hope. Victim of 


all theſe emotions, he roſe, left the palace, 


and, by the light of the moon, ed 
to a thick 8 of . 


Zulima, no leſs agitated, trembling at 
the fearful danger to which ſhe herſelf 


had expoſed her deliverer, dreading, on 
his 
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the hero wandered. 
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his account, the arm of Gonzalva, which 
ſhe conſidered as invincible, Zulima de- 
termined that the ſtrongeſt armour ſhould 
at leaſt defend him, ſhe was ſending to 
combat. She ran and demanded of her 
father an old, but ſuperb ſuit of armour, 
which Muly had formerly won of the 
valiant count of Simarcas, and which he 


had ſuſpended as a monument of his 
glory in the moſque at Malaga. This 
the princeſs eaſily obtained. Immedi- 


ately four ſlaves were ordered to add to 
this the nobleſt courſer of thoſe which, 
coming from Africa, wandered, during 
ſpring, upon the pleaſing banks of the 
ocean. All was to be ready for the 
morning; but, little animated by theſe 
affectionate cares, the reſtleſs Zulima 


1 ſought for ſolitude; and chance, or rather 


love, guided her to the ſame grove where 


I. 
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At the end of a dark alley both of 
them met. © Is it you?” cried the amo- 


- rous Gonzalva, in a tone of ſurprize and 
joy, © am I then ſuffered once more to 
ſee and bid you adieu for ever; to vow 
to you, for the laſt time, that your 


adorable image ſhall never vaniſh from 


my ſoul ; that whilſt I live, I ſhall alone 


cheriſh the remembrance of the dear and 


happy hours paſſed with Zulima.“ 


e What do I hear?” interrupted the 


princeſs, © you ſpeak of eternal adieus; 
you think you are going to certain death; 


going to combat Gonzalva. What the 
hero whom, unſupported, I have ſeen 

make a horrible carnage of a croud of 
enemies, does he already conceive him- 
ſelf vanquiſhed by that Spaniard? I re- 
Proach myſelf, my lord, for having exag- 
gerated his glory: What could I have 
faid, if I had deſcribed you in that veſſel 


tolled 
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toſſed by the winds, ſtruck by the thun- 
der, and mowing down whole troops of 
theſe formidable Africans? Never did 
Gonzalva perform ſo noble an exploit. 
Had he been witneſs he would have 
turned pale before you, my prince. You 
are about to combat in the ſame cauſe, 
and the recompenſe will be ſweeter. 
Remember that my hand attends you; 
remember that the tendereſt union is to 
bind our deſtinies for ever. At this mo- 
3 ment I cannot conceal that my wiſhes 
will be for you alone. You carry with 


you my heart, my hopes, my happineſs. 
If you are not victorious, Zulima wiſhes 
y not to exiſt ; my life muſt depend on yours. 
= Honour, perhaps, would enjoin me to 
defer this confeſſion, but the conqueſt of 
J Gonzalva is in queſtion, and my hatred 
. of that Caſtilian, my gratitude for you, 
Re allow me to conceal nothing. Go; at- 


L tack that warrior, whom prejudice alone 
= n renders 
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Y 


renders invincible: go, deliver my coun- 


try from its crueleſt enemy; and remem- 


ber, that if victory belongs to favoured 
lovers, you alone may expect to con- 
quer.“ 


She was ſilent and aſtoniſhed to ſee 


that the hero liſtened to her without 
tranſport. A mutual ſilence rendered 
both motionleſs. Gonzalva, his head 


declined, victim of terror and of joy, 
dared not, by uttering a word, riſk the 
loſs of his felicity. But to deceive her 
whom he adored, any longer to delude 
her whoſe image poſſeſſed his ſoul, was 
a torment beyond his fears; he fell at the 
feet of Zulima, preſented her his ſword, 
and ſaid, 
14 

c You hate Gonzalva, you wiſh to 

terminate his life; truſt not to other 


hands what yours can ſo eaſily effect. 
Do 
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Do you yourſelf pierce the heart of that 
deteſted enemy; the unfortunate Gon- 
zalva is at your feet. He it was, who 
ſaved your life ; he it is, who till now, 
proud of a name which victory perhaps 
has rendered illuſtrious, trembled to pro- 
nounce it before you, and has a thouſand 


times entreated to be the obſcureſt of 


mortals, not to be the object of your 
hate.“ 


Fo theſe words the princeſs, in aſto- 
niſhment, imagined herſelf deluded by a 
viſion. Gonzalva ceaſed to ſpeak, and 
ſhe.could make him no reply. She con- 
templated him by the light of the moon ; 
ſhe viewed this great and famous warrior, 
whom ſhe imagined ſhe now, for the firſt 
time, ſaw. She fixed her eyes upon the 
ſword, which he preſented to her with a 
ſubmiſſive hand, and was ſurprized at 
hearing the name of Gonzalva without 

=" ES any 


nr 
F 2 
. 


<*> 
e. 


. Wn", FAS EI ID) v = 


- < — 4» -_ Y l 
. — * rr S 


— 1 ry 


gs GONZAILVA or CORDOVA. 


any emotions of terror. Still doubting 
whether it was he who ſpoke to her in ſo 
mild a tone, ſhe queſtioned the hero, 
who eagerly told her how he eſcaped 
from Africa, and why the faithful Pedro 
thought it neceſſary to conceal his name. 
© This is the important ſecret,” ſaid he, 
with a faltering accent, © which I was 
about to unfold, when your father arrived 
to fix a price on my guilty head. Spare 
theſe three warrior's efforts, which would 
be eaſter to you; do you yourfelf avenge 
your country, and puniſh a wretch who 
has dared to adore you.” | 


© Gonzalva,” replied the princeſs, 
after a long and ſorrowful filence, © my 
heart, which has always taught me my 
duty, has not now miſled me; this at pre- 
ſent ſhall be my only guide, in that which 
endangers my virtue. Above all, I ought 
to merit your generous confidence; | 
| ought, 
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ought, in my turn, to ſay what I was 
about to diſcover when my father ap- 
peared. Know then that Zulima is a 


Chriſtian. Educated: by my excellent 


mother, my ſpirit and my ſoul adopted 


her faith. In her laſt moments I pro- 


miſed her to remain faithful to her reli- 
gion, and nothing can induce me to vio- 
late ſo ſolemn an engagement. You 
render it ſtill dearer to me. You, for the 


ſecond time in my life, make me feel 


how delightful it is to adore that God, 
worſhipped by the object we love. Think 
not, however, that my religion or my 
love will tempt me for a moment to for- 
get my father or my country. No, Gon- 
zalva, think better of me. I owe you 
every thing, and I love you; this ſenti- 


ment is unalterable. None but yourſelf 


ſhall ever be the huſband of Zulima ;. 
this I ſwear by the Deity of heaven. 
Receive, at the ſame time, my vow, that 
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my hand ſhall never be given to the 


enemy of Grenada. I ſhall inceſſantly 
think upon, and inceffantly regret you. 
To preſerve my fidelity to you, I will 
dare and ſuffer every thing; but whilſt 


this fatal war ſhall continue, think not to 


obtain from me the ſmalleſt teſtimony of 
my affection. Go, Gonzalva; go and 
fulfil your duties as I ſhall mine; go 
ſuccour your brethren. Honour calls 
you. Never will Zulima cauſe you to 
deliberate betwixt her and honour. There 
is only one favour which I entreat and 
demand of your love, and which, without 
crime, it cannot refuſe me. You well 
know how much I value and love Alman- 


zar: my brother is now yours—avoid 


him always; avoid an impious combat, 
which would cauſe me to expire with 
horror; which would render you and me 
implacable enemies. Render us enemies! 
Ah, Gonzalva, a deadly coldneſs ſeizes 

me 
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me when I pronounce theſe words. Adieu, 
my deliverer, my huſband, my only 
friend ; employ with your ſovereigns the 
credit due to ſo many virtues, ſuch im- 
portant ſervices, to reſtore a peace, of 
which I ſhall be the recompenſe. Till 
that wiſhed for moment, depend upon 
me ; be faithful, and ſometimes remember 
Zulima ; ſhe will often weep far from 
you.“ 


Saying this ſhe departed. The hero, 
on his knees, ſtopped her, vowing, a 
thouſand times, to live and die for her, 
and to conſider Almanzar invariably as 
his beloved brother. Zulima received 
his vow, repeated her adieus almoſt 
breathleſs, threw to him the veil of purple 
which confined her long hair, and with a 
heart oppreſſed with ſorrow, and a face 
bathed with tears, ſhe retired to conceal 
her affliction, | 
Gonzalva, 


* 
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Gonzalva, whoſe foul was divided ber 


twixt the grief of leaving her whom he 
loved, and the happineſs of ſeeing that 
he was beloved, preſſed to his boſom the 


veil which his miſtreſs had worn. This 


veil was never more to leave him; he 


impreſſed upon it a thouſand kiſſes ; and 


indulging in the agreeable hopes that 


peace might once more be eſtabliſhed 
betwixt the two rival nations, he already 


burned to be on the ſpot, to forward this 


happy project, to. perſuade Iſabella to 
protect the Mooriſh captives, and ſend 
them back to Zulima. 


Whilſt he formed theſe projets, he ſaw 
the morning dawn, and remembered the 


Abencerrages. He ran to awake his 
faithful P-dro, and told him to prepare 
for his departure, and concealed from this 
old ſervant that he was about to depart 
with enemies. 


Soon 


no 
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Soon two ſlaves came to throw at his 
feet the noble preſent of the princeſs. 
The armour of a brilliant ſteel, at once 
flexible and. impenetrable, covered the 
whole of his body. The cafque, nodding 
with red. plumes, protected his head, 
without any diminution of his natural 
grace. His round and light ſhield had, 
for an emblem, a phoenix, and theſe words, 
HE HAS NO EQUAL : on his ſhining ſword 
Gonzalva ſuſpended the veil of Zulima, 
which a claſp of gold fixed to his ſhoul- 
der, and which then reſted near his heart. 
He ſeized the maſly ſpear ; and, led by 
the good old man, flew to the courſer 
which waited for him. The animal, at 


ncht of him, neighed aloud; his flowing 


mane reached his knees ; his ſparkling 
eyes appeared to view his maſter, and his 


_ noſtrils breathed a ſpirit ef ardour. 


Gonzalva leaped upon him, and the 
noble beaſt was obedient to his new 
maſter. 
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maſter. He ſeemed conſcious of whom 
he ſupported, and bit his bridle covered 


with foam. Zeir, Omar, and Velid, were 


not long before they appeared on Anda- 
luſian horſes, whoſe trappings were 
| adorned with precious ſtones. The de- 
vice of the Abencerrages covered their 
{ſhields ; a long ſcymetar, ſuſpended from 
their belts by a chain of gold, fell 
amongſt the folds of the rich robe which 
reached their buſkins; a large turban pro- 
tected their head, and their right hand 
held a lance, often ſtained with Spaniſh 
blood. All three advanced towards Gon- 
zalva, aſtoniſhed to ſee him in the ar- 
mour of a Chriſtian, but without en- 
quiring the reaſon they departed toge- 
ther. 


During their journey the four warriors 
for a long time were filent. Diſcon- 
rented with this ſtranger, whom they be- 

| lieved 
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lieved the favourite of Zulima, the Aben- 
cerrages ventured not to converſe on the 
ſentiment which occupied their boſoms; 
and Gonzalva, impreſſed only with the 
image of her he loved, forgot his com- 
panions. After two hours travel they 
came to a deep wood, where different 
roads met ; there they ſtopped, and Zeir 
breaking ſilence, 


*« Stranger,” ſaid he, “you have pro- 


miſed that we ſhould find Gonzalva, and 


have an opportunity of attacking him. 
Will your promiſe be in vain? Do you 
know where he abides? Muſt we always 
travel together, or ſeparate here? 


« You muſt prepare for battle,” faid 
the Spaniard, in a terror-ſtriking voice. 
6 I promiſed to ſhew you Gonzalva; I 
pertorm my promiſe. I am he.” 


At 
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At theſe words the Abencerrages cried 
out with amazement. © Yes,” reſumed 
the hero, © I am he; your enemy, and 
above all, your rival. I burn for Zulima; 
none of you, no one in the univerſe muſt 
hope to obtain her hand, till he ſhall firſt 
have deprived me of life. You your- 
ſelves have made this the price. Try 
then to deſerve her. Come on together, 


or apart, and prove yourſelves againſt. 


that Gonzalva whom ye ſeek with ſo 


much - impatience, and whom, to your 


ſorrow, you will have found.“ 


ee Chriſtian,” returned Zeir, © I re- 
cognize in thy pride the haughty Gon- 


zalva, and his arrogant nation; but you 


know little indeed of ours if you ſuppoſe 


that three Abencerrages will together at- 


tack a ſingle Caſtilian, My ſword, per- 
haps, may ſuffice to deliver Zulima from 
| the 
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the arms of an infidel lover, the: ſcourge 
of her father, and her country.“ Wn 

Then couching their ſpears, the two 
warriors ruſhed upon each other. The 
ſtroke of the valiant Zeir little affected 
the hero, whilſt that of Gonzalva wounded 


the Moor, and threw him in the duſt. 


Gonzalva ſtopped, and with a compoſed. 
voice, cried, © Brave Omar, I expect 
you? ß | 


Omar, in a fury, hurled his lance, then 
drew his large ſcymetar, and managing 
with fkill his courſer, fleeter than the 
winds, flew, attacked the Spaniard, turned 


rapidly round him, and ſhowered innu- 


merable ſtrokes upon his arms. Gon- 
zal va, aſtoniſhed, could only avoid them; 
his long lance was uſeleſs to him againſt 
a foe who preſſed him ſo cloſely. He 
made ſome vain efforts to hit Omar, who 

6 as 
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as conſtantly eluded his aim. Indignant 
at his victory being ſo long delayed, the 


hero threw away his lance, ran upon the 


Moor with open arms, ſeized him, fell 
together with him on the ground, got 


him under him, and held his ſword to his 


breaſt. © Your life is in my power,“ he 
cried, © but I wiſh only for victory: all 


I aſk of you is to forbear to love Zulima: 


depart; I know that ſuch oblivion will 
be more painful to you than death.“ 


Whilſt he ſpoke, young Velid, who had 


advanced to ſuccour Zeir, ruſhed on foot 


againſt Gonzalva, with his ſword in his | 
hand. Gonzalva drew his. Both co- 


vered with their ſhields, approach, attack, 


ftrike, avoid, and repeat their blows, 
Skill directs force, and activity eludes 


valour. The ſhining blade of Velid con- 
ſtantly menaces the head of Gonzalva, 


and the point of the Caſtillian's ſword 
ſcemed 
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ſeemed inceſſantly at the boſom of Velid. 
Finally, the hero, by a violent blow 
againſt the ſword of his opponent, made 
it fly from his hand; he flew, took it up, 


and preſented it to Velid. Do not,” 


he exclaimed, ©* compel me to ſpill the 
blood of an  Abencerrage. You ſhould 
know that this blood is ever ſacred to 
me. Go, brave and amiable brethren, 


return to Muly-Haſſem ; tell him I re- 


proach myſelf for the error in which I 
left him ; that my intentions were pure; 
that I haſten to my ſovereigns to ſolicit a 
happy peace; tell him that in Gonzalva, 
whom he conſiders as his enemy, Muly 
will ever find affection, and the livelieſt 
veneration which a ſenſible heart can pay 


to his virtues,” 


Having ſaid this, the hero remounted 
his courſer, ſaluted the Abencerrages, and 
took the road to the Spaniſh camp. 


END OF THE SIXTH BOOK, 


GONZ ALVA oe CORDOVA; 


ARGUMENT 
or THE 
SEVENTH BOOK. 


Feelings of Gonzalva—He continues his rout by ob- 
ſeure paths—The new city is built—Almanzar 


being wounded, cannot interrupt their labours— 


Lara, by night, ſecures the repoſe of the army— 


He meets with Iſmael, and takes him priſoner — 


His humanity to his captive—The Numidian re- 
lates to him his hiſtory, the manners of the Arabian 


ſhepherds, his paſſion for, and marriage with 


Zora Their arrival at Grenada, their ſepara- 


tion, and his jealouſy Lara conducis him ta 


camp He demands his liberty Zora challenges 
Lara Combat and death of the married pair. 


GONZALVA os CORDOVA, 49 


BOOK THE SEVENTH. 


WHAT mortal has not experienced 
how much love, paſſionate love, inſpires 
the nobly born, with virtue? Who has 
not felt his heart more generous, the firſt 
moment that he loved? The unfeeling 


man, in the gloomy tranquility of an 


eternal indifference, may have his days 
paſs without reproach, free from vice, ' 


and far from the vicious; but if he meets 
the charming object who is to rule his 


life; if he feels that pure flame, which 
at the ſame time conſumes and animates, 


from that moment he is no longer the 


ſame ; his duties become enlarged ; his 


being elevated, and the perfection at 


which he would arrive, will no longer 
latisfy his wiſhes. He would imitate ;* 
VOL. Th, - D he 
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he would ſurpaſs. whatever excites his 


admiration. His exertions will be de- 


Iightful ; his ſufferings new motives of 
hope. The holy laws of nature, the ſa- 
cred love of his country, the intereſting 
duties of humanity, inceſſantly poſſeſs 
his thoughts. The more he is faithful to 
theſe, the better he will pleaſe her whoſe 
eſteem he ſolicits. On all occaſions a 


fecret voice ſays to him, ſhe ſees, ſhe 
hears you, ſhe is the inviſible witneſs of 


your actions and your thoughts. In- 
ſtantly every ſentiment which might de- 
baſe his heart flies from it : immediately 


every virtue throngs round that image, 


which fills and enobles him. 


Gonzalva, on leaving the princeſs, felt 
his paſſion for glory increaſed, but that 
of battle only, did not ſuffice him. From 
the moment that he was certain of being 


beloved, -his heart rendered more ſuſcep- 
tible, 


Rig wo Ba £9. wade a 
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tible, felt the neceſſity of that milder 
glory, which may be enjoyed without 
fame, which, not ariſing from great ex- 
ploits, leads invariably to good actions. 
Compelled to live far from Zulima, he 
could not beguile the hours of abſence 
but in endeavouring to become the moſt 
generous and greateſt of men. Soon as 
he conſecrated his days, his valour, his 
whole exiſtence to the lovelieſt being 
which embelliſhed nature, he wiſhed, 
from this time, to eſtimate his life by 
acts of virtue. The favoured lover of 
Zulima ought to be ſuperior to all man- 
kind; he ought to become more than a 
ſimple hero, to deſerve his great felicity. 


Full of theſe noble ideas, Gonzalva, 
with the faithful Pedro, took the road to 
| Grenada, acroſs the mountains of the 
Alpuxares. The rout was long and pain- 
ful, and through the midft of enemies. 

LE The 
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The diſcreet Pedro often obliged him to 
chooſe the moſt obſcure paths, but oftener 
the impetuous Gonzalva voluntarily 
courted danger. In theſe deſerted wilds, 
the ſight of a worn out old man, of a 
wretch in want of ſuccour, of one op- 
preſſed, who wanted defence, ſtopped the 


progreſs of the hero. He gave amongſt 


the indigent the gold, which the princeſs 
had forced upon the captive. He fights, 
he conquers, to avenge the weak ; he 
ſuſpends his march to do deeds of kind- 
neſs, and made excuſes to the old man, 
who tenderly reproached, whilſt he view- 
ed him with tears of admiration. 


- Whilft both were advancing along the. 


mountains of Alhama, the huſband of 
Iſabella prepared every thing to accom- 


pliſh the purpoſes of the queen. Already 


from the neighbouring foreſts, pines, 
tufted elms, the maple, the lofty oak, fell 
on 
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on all ſides beneath the axes of the Caſ- 
tillians. Oxen bowing to the yoke tran- 
ſport theſe into the midſt of the large 
ſpace, whilſt others drag the hewn rocks. 
The ſteam of the lime aſcended from the 
lakes, and a thouſand hands ſtripped the 
Darro of its golden ſands. 


At the ſame time arrived from Anda- 
luſia proviſions, arms and troops. Abun- 
dance was ſpread amongſt the ſoldiers, 
and the treaſures of Iſabella laviſned 
upon them. The half of the army al- 
ways in array protect the labours of the 
other half. The queen herſelf preſides 
aver the works, encourages, animates her 
warriors, promiſes them certain victory, 
and perſuades the meaneſt amongſt them, 
that from his courage ſhe expects o__ 
* | 


Her valiant leaders ſecond. her zeal. 
D 3 Lara, 
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Lara, above all, the valiant Lara, never 
quitted his army. By day, at the head 


of the Caftillians, he drew up their bat- 
talions on the plain, and was aſtoniſhed 
that thoſe of Grenada remained inactive 
in their tents. He knew not that Al- 
manzar being wounded could not lead 


them to battle, and that under any other 


general the Moors dreaded a defeat. In 
the night, followed by his cavalry, Lara 
moving round the circle of the camp, 
watched oyer the repoſe of the army, and 
often thinking of Gonzalva, directed his 


? — = 


courſe towards the ſea. 


In one of theſe nocturnal excurſions, 
accompanied by a hundred knights, Lara 
meditating on his friend, went to ſome 


diſtance from the entrenchments, and 


dropped the reins on the neck of his 
ſteed. He proceeded in the deepeſt 


filence ; the Moon, from her lofty car, 
diffuſed 
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diffuſed her filver light. The bird of 
night alone troubled the air with its 
cries, which echo repeated and prolonged. 
All was at reſt ; all was ſilent in the ſoli- 
tary plain, from whence ſome ſtraggling 
lights were viſible at a diſtance. 


Suddenly the aſtoniſhed hero heard the 
accents of an harmonious voice, which 
fung theſe words in the Arabic tongue.. 


I. 


Again to ſee the fair I love, 
What tranſports does my baſom paove; 
Ah! why that agonizing ſigh, 
When happineſs ſo great is nigh ? 
Oh! jealouſy's tormenting dart. 
Why torture my enamoured heart ? 
Be, Zora, faithful as thou'rt fair, 
And fave thy lover from deſpair 


II. 


Deep in our woods the timid deer, 
Flies from each human ſtep with fear; 
e lie 
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Like her, from obſervation fle, 
For ſhe is ſweet and mild like thee. 


Oh! jealouſy's tormenting dart. 
Why torture my impaſſion'd heart ? 
Be, Zora, faithful as thou'rt fair, 


And fave thy lover from deſpair, - 


TIL. 


Vain hope, which thus my ſoul alarms, 
Canſt thou conceal thy thouſand charms ? 
The palm which decks the mountain's brow, 


Is ſeen by gazing crouds below, 

Oh! jealouſy's tormenting dart, 

Why thus oppreſs my wounded heart ? 
Be faithful, Zora, as thou'rt fair, 
And fave thy lover from deſpair. 


Lara, in aſtoniſhment, looked around 
him, and diſcovered, by the rays of the 
moon, a young warrior on horſeback. 
His head was covered with a black tur- 
ban ; he wore a ſhort white tunic, round 
which was a ſhining chain of filver con- 
fining a large ſcymetar. His limbs, his 


arms 
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arms, were naked, and adorned with 
golden bracelets. His left hand held a. 
buckler, his right three lances. His 
ſteed, white AS: ſnow, had neither harneſs, 
trapping nor bridle. . Unreſtrained, and 
ſwift as the air, he was perfectly obedient. 
to his maſter.; he left not any trace upon 
the ſand, and checked or accelerated his 
pace, at the voice of his maſter... 

At ſight of him Lara recognized one 
of thoſe famous Bereberes, come from the 
deſarts of Africa, to the aid of Boabdil. 
He ordered twelve of his knights to ſeizc | 
his perſon, whilſt the troop, ſpreading in 
a circle round him, prevented the poſſi- 
biliey of his eſcape. 


The Numidia thus. Grounded; ſtood { 
ail, waiting, with a firm foot, the ap- 
proach of the twelve Spaniards; as ſoon 
as they came near he threw, in an inſtant, . 

DS his 
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his three lances; each ſtruck and over- 
threw a Spaniard. The African fied, 


ſwift as lightning, and thus ſeparated. 


thoſe who purſued him. But not finding 
any means to get away he,turned back, 
ſtooped to the ground without remitting 
any thing of his ſpeed, feized one of 
the lances from the breaſt of a Spaniard, 


and lancing it again, again flew another 


victim. 


Lara then advanced alone. He re- 


ftrained his knights about to ruſh upon 
the Moor, and forbade them to leave 


their ranks, then addreſſing the African, 


** Brave ſtranger,” faid he, “be ſatis- 
fied ; furrender your arms, nor attempt 


a vain reſiſtance; I can, with difficulty, 
reſtrain my ſoldiers, but permit me the 
pleaſure of ſaving your life.” 


66 1 
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* am too wretched to with for life,” 
replied the Numidian, with a fierce tone, 
* and if J muft be a captive, I would. 
rather * by thy hand. * 


At theſe ns he drew his fcymetar, 
and darted upon the hero. Lara threw 
away his ſpear, drew his TR and —— 
F him. 


They met, and ſtruck each other. A 
thouſand blows yet left both without a- 
wound. The Moor had no cuiraſs, but 


| his buckler always met the blade of the 


Caſtillian., His rapid ſteed, which ſeemed 


_ attentive to every movement of Lara, 


turned'afide, reared, plunged, and a hun- 
ared times ſaved his maſter's life. But 
the ſtrength of the two warriors was un-- 
equal : the ſword of the Spaniard pierced. 
through the buckler of the Moor, and 
wounded him in the ſhoulder ; he drew 

D 6 it 
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it t hack, ſtained with blood. The Numi- 
dian ſteed ſeemed ſenfible of grief; he 


tried yet to defend whom he could not 
make to conquer. Perceiving the Caſ- 
tillians approach to ſeize his maſter, he 
flew from them over the plain, and was 
ſoon out of ſight. 


Lara approached his priſoner, gave 
him his hand, raiſed him, and examined 
his wound. This was but flight ; he 
gave him one of his courſers, paid the 
higheſt encomiums on his unſucceſsful 
valour, and conducted him back towards 
the entrenchments. 


The Moor followed him with dejected 
countenance, without ſpeaking a word, 
or uttering any complaint. Big tears 
fell from his eyes, and deep ſighs eſcaped 
from his breaſt. Lara, who obſerved 
him, rallly perceived that he was op- 

preſſed 
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preſſed with ſome exquiſite ſorrow, and 
feared to irritate his ſenſfibility by any 
indiſcreet queſtions. But he could not 
reſiſt that tender emotion which he ever 
felt in his boſom towards the unfor- 


tunate. 


« Valiant Numidian,” ſaid he, chance 
and the night have doubtleſs favoured 
me. My victory 1s inferior to what I 

have ſeen you perform. Pardon the for- 
tune of arms, which I would not have 
tried, and bear with conſtancy a calamity 
common to all warriors. Your tears too 
ſeverely reproach me for the favour which 
T owe to fortune. I hope, and yet I fear, 
I am not the only occafion of your ſor- 
rows. Have you loſt a friend? No one 
better knows than myſelf how to pity 
you: no one has a greater right to pre- 
tend to ſoothe your ſorrows. If they 


can be confided, I deſerve to know them, 
| You 
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You are not in the power of a barbarian. 


To-morrow, at break of day, Lara will 


reftore you to liberty, if the king, Fer- 
dinand, will ſuffer him.“ | 


At the celebrated name of Lara, the 
Numidian raiſed his head. What,”” - 
faid he, with ſurprize, mingled with joy, 


c am I the prifoner of Lara, that re- 
nowned hero, whom our Moors eſteem as 
much as they dread? Is it he who this 
day renders me the unhappieſt of men? 
If you knew, my lord, how dearly your 
victory has coſt me, you yourſelf would 
regret it.“ 


Then the virtuous Lara preſſed him to 


relate his ſufferings. The tender intereſt 
which he ſeemed to take in them, the 
mild ſenſibility which pervaded his diſ- 
courſe, the mutual attraction which two 
amiable characters feel at the firft inter- 

view, 


— 


. 
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view, determined the young African. 
He hoped that his recital might haſten 
the moment of his deliverance; he wiſhed 
at leaſt by his confidence to gratify his 
generous Conqueror. They both ad- 
vanced before the reſt, and the Numidian 
began in theſe words: 


« Happy is that obſcure being, who 
without rank, or fortune, or birth; knows 
no other duties but the fimple ones of 
nature, no pleaſures but to love, no glory 


but to be beloved. Inſenſible to that 


fooliſh pride which conſtitutes our firſt 


_ requiſite: he ſeeks not, in other coun- 


tries, perils and ſufferings which were 
not intended for him, He hves not at a 
diſtance from the worthy object 'of his 
tenderneſs, and adds not to the unavoid- 
able pains of love, the more cruel pain of 
abſence, which nature wiſhed to have 
ſpared him. In tranquility he paſſes his 

days 
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days in the place where they commenced. 

Beneath the tree where he ſported as a 
child, he repoſes with his wife, and ſleeps 
away his old age. The cottage where 
he was born gives birth alſo to his ſons 
and his daughters. Nothing changes; 
nothing will change on his account. 
The ſame ſun delights; the ſame fruits 
nouriſh; the ſame verdure charms him, 
and the ſame companions, more and more 
beloved, make him more ſenſibly enjoy, 
the bleſſings of nature, the tranſports of 
love, and the charm of equality. 


_ *« Such ought to have been my lot, and 
ſuch it was before the war of Grenada. 
I was born amongſt thoſe paſtoral tribes, 
who, without towns or any fixed place of 
reſidence, dwell beneath tents with their 
flocks, removing from paſture to paſture, 
and wandering amongſt the deſarts from 

the foot of Atlas to the borders of ancient 
Egypt. 
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Egypt. Theſe people are deſcended from 
the firſt Arabians, who leaving the happy 
region of Yemen under the conduct of 
Afrik, vanquiſhed extenſive climes, to 
which they gave the name of their leader. 
The vanquithed were confined to the 
towns. The conquerors, who never 
ſought, never loved any but the paſtoral 


life, took poſſeſſion of the plains, and 


ſpread their tribes amongſt the immenſe 
tracts of * 


by „ There we W the manners and 
cuſtoms of our anceſtors; there every 


tribe apart preſerved i its flocks, its wealth, 


in a circular diſtrict of tents, covered 
with the ſkins of camels. Free, but 
governed by a ſheik, the camp formed a 


republic, which remained or removed, 


determined on war or peace, according 
to the advice of the heads of the tribe. 
Our ſheik adminiſtered juſtice, and the 

whole 
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whole code of our laws was reduced to 
this ſimple maxim—Be happy, and do 
injury to no one. 


« Our wealth confifted in camels, whoſe 
indefatigable ſwiftneſs could, in one day's 
ſpace, tranſport us a hundred miles from 
our enemies; in ſteeds, invaluable for 
their courage, their docility, their attach- 
ment to their maſter, of whom they were 
the deareſt companions ; in flocks, whoſe 
fine fleeces furniſhed our only cloaths, 
and whoſe delicious milk was- our only 
od. Content with theſe gifts of hea- 


ay 3 . 


* 


ven, we defpiſed gold and filver, with 
which our mountains abounded, if our 
hands, covetous as thoſe of Europe, had 
prompted us meanly to fink mines. 
But the verdant paſtures, fields of barley 
and of rice, to us ſeemed preferable to 
That dangerous metal, ſource of the mife- 
ries of the world, and which you your- 

ſelves 
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ſelves it is ſaid, doubtleſs, aware of the 
crimes which they tempt you to perpe- 
trate, take only from the earth by the 
hands of criminals. 


* | Pence, friendſhip, and harmony, 


. reigned in the boſom of each family. 


Faithful to the religion which aur an- 
ceſtors tranſmitted to us, we adore hut 
one God, and we reverence his prophet. 
Without wearying our weak capacities 
with commenting on that divine book, 
without aſſerting that guilty pride of ex- 
Ptaining his 201 7 im, % © Are certain 
of following them, when we execute the | 
duties of a man, in practiſing thoſe mild 
duties which nature engraved upon our 
hearts, before they were written down in 
the ſublime Koran, We are of opinion 


that one good action is better than many 


prayers ; that juſtice and charity are more 


in 
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in our deſarts of ſand to forego certain | 


ablutions, we endeavour to compenſate 
for them by charity, benevolence, and 
above all, by hoſpitality. Faithful, dur- 
ing forty centuries, to that duty ſo 
pleaſing to our hearts, we revere it as the 
firſt, and we cheriſh it as the moſt ami- 
able. Every ſtranger, although an enemy, 
who touches the threſhold of our tents, 
becomes to us a ſacred object. His life, 
his goods, his ſecurity, becomes to us a 
ſacred depoſit, confided by the Almighty; 
every day we implore him to grant us 
this honour, for which the chiefs of our 
family contend. Never does one of theſe 
take his meal within his tent ; his table 
is always at the entrance; feats are al- 
ready prepared; nor does the maſter take 
his ſeat till he has three times exclaimed, 
in the name of God, the Father of man; 
if there be here a traveller, a poor man, 
or an unfortunate perſon, let him come 
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and partake of my fare, and relbte to me 
his ſorrows. | 


«© In the midſt of this ſimple people 
whoſe manners have never varied ſince 


the time of the ſon of Agar, in the midſt | 


of the deſart of Zab, I came into the 
world to love Zora—Zora the moſt chaſte 
and the faireſt of the daughters of my 


tribe Zora, who, from her infancy con- 


fided to the care of my father, was edu- 
cated with me, was never abſent from my 
fide, and who loved me as ſoon as I did 


her, and was never able to remember the 


preciſe period when that affection. com- 
menced. My father, the Sheik of my 


tribe, ſaw and encouraged our young at- 


tachment. He often preſſed us to his 


boſom, called us his dear children whilſt 


we ſhared his ſweet careſſes. Before ſhe 
knew the meaning of the term, Zora cal- 
led me her huſband ; I called her alſo my 

wife; 
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wife; and my father uniting our hands, 
would ſay to me, © Iſmael, my ſon, as 
long as you live love the daughter of my 
friend. Grow up together in affection for 


each other, like two palms which together 
riſe before my tent. Ye ſhall conſole my 
old age; you ſhall ſupport my trembling 
ſteps, which already haſten me to the 
In a ſhort time marriage ſhall 
make you one; and you ſhall one day ſay 
to your children that which I this day 
have ſo much delight in repeating to 


tomb. 


you.“ 


Before I had compleated my twelfth 
year my father had taught me the manage- 
ment of the ſpear, to ride the fleeteſt 
Zora, never to 


courſer without a rein. 


leave me, had practiſed the ſame exerciſes, 


and imagined that ſhe loved them becauſe 


ſhe loved me. Clad in a ſhort tunic; 


5 


confined by claſps of gold, the bow in her 


hand 
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hand ind her quiver on her ſhoulder, ſhe 


always accompanied me. Sometimes we 
left our flocks to purſue the ſwift oſtrich, 
the dangerous jackall, or the ctvet, 
Zora pierced them with her arrows, and I 
celebrated her victories. Sometimes 
upon ſwift courfers, armed with many 


javelins, at the head of a troop of young 


warriors of our own age, we dared to ſeek, 
in his haunts, the fearful lion. By means 


of our darts we compelled him to fly over 


the open plain. Then our trumpets re- 
ſounded through the air. The furious 
animal roaring, and incenſed by the cla- 
mour, would fly upon our courſers, attack 
and overthrow the hunters. Whilſt I 
watched over Zora, always betwixt her 
and the lion, I muſt have been torn in 
pieces before Zora could poſſibly be 
wounded. I would have loſt my life a 
thouſand times before hers could be en- 


| dangered. But foon pfereed on all fides, 


the 
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the expiring ſavage was deluged in his 1 
blood, and the ſpear of Zora bore away p 
his bloody ſkin. N 
Oh! how ſorrowful, and yet how ſweet I |, 
it is to call back theſe happy times. How i a 
great is my delight in ſpeaking to you, « 
at length, of the manners of my country. PE 
The memory of the good we no longer th 
enjoy, is the laſt comfort of the unhappy. * 
Every morning, at break of day, Zora, Fa 
my brethren, my fiſters appeared before _ 
the tent of the loved author of our days. gr. 
There we ſilently awaited the wiſhed for of 
moment of his awaking. As none of us = 
could think of retiring to reſt without fix, 
his bleſſing, this was alſo the firſt thing 7 
we deſired in the morning. On our Eo 
knees before the old man, we heard him i 
invoke the bleſſing of heaven upon us; 
and afterwards he preſſed us each in his : ky 


affectionate arms. Sometimes he conde- 6 
; | . 
ſcended MY 
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ſcended to lead with us our camels to freſh 
paſtures, the bleating ſheep, the prancing 
ſteeds, and the lambs which wanted their 
mothers. The plain reſounded with 
their cries, with the flutes of our young 
ſhepherds, the ſongs of happy lovers, 
whilſt our women, remaining in the tents, 
employed themſelves in the duties of 
their ſex; ſpinning the wool, preparing 
our food, putting in order our apartments, 
inſtructing the children to bleſs and reve- 
rence their father, as the image of the 
great father of all. When, at the cloſe 
of day, we returned, their embraces 
awaited us, and their careſſes ſeemed the 
ſweeter for the ſhort interval of our ab- 
ſence. Our affection, always animated, 
always ſatisfied, was eager to expreſs 
itſelf by various novel proofs. The 
young huſband, or the young lover, gave 
an account to her, whom he loved, of 
what he had done during the day. To- 


VOL, III. e gether 
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gether they took their evening repaſt, 
rice boiled, or the fleſh of kid, or freſh 


dates. This food was ſufficient for our 


health which was always robuſt, and for 
our deſtres, which were always moderate. 


After this frugal repaſt, the old men, 
ſitting in a circle, related the hiſtories of 


paſt times, the exploits of the brave 
Kaled, the goodneſs of the wiſe Almamon, 
or the misfortunes of two lovers, whom 
heaven intended to prove. We ſhed tears 
at their hard fate, and felicitated each 
ether by a rapturous glance, that we had 


not the ſame trials. One common prayer 


was a ſignal to retire; we thanked heaven 
for the happy day we had thus finiſhed, 
and we haſtened to taſte a tranquil ſleep 
which was certain to be followed by ano- 


ther day equally happy. 


Alas! the ſound of the trumpet fuc- 
ceeded to thefe tender employments. 
Scarcely 
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Scarcely was my union with Zora accom- 
pliſhed, when king Boabdil ſent his am- 
baſſadors to demand of us, in the name of 
the prophet, to take up arms in the cauſe 
of God. | 


_« Deſcendants of Agar,” they ſaid to 
us, © your brethren of Grenada implore 
your aid. That ſuperb city, the only re- 
mains of your conqueſts, 1s about to fall 
beneath the power of the Chriſtians. 
From all parts of Spain the enemies of 
our faith are aſſembled under its walls. 
Once maſters of our city, they will paſs 
over into Africa; they will burn your 
cities alſo, reduce your moſques to aſhes, 
maſſacre your prieſts, violate your wives, 
and, penetrating to your very deſarts, they 
will ſpread fire and ſword amongſt your 
peaceful plains. You may endeavour to 
repel them, but victory will have ren- 
dered them invincible. You may in- 
voke the Eternal, but the Eternal will 

"24: puniſh 


76 GONZALVA or CORDOVA, 


puniſh you for having deſerted your bre- 


Gt thren, for having ſo long forgotten, that | 
1 he has only placed you on earth to riſque f 
bi your lives in defence of his laws.” ; 
N Theſe words inflamed our youth, and f 
* perſuaded our elders. My father, ac- F 
El cording to their advice, agreed that a ſe- 
. lect detachment of our warriors ſhould 
march to the relief of Grenada. In- 1 
ſtantly the ſhout of war ſpread through q 
1 our tents. “ To arms, Muſſulmen, to p 
1 arms; to horſe, children of the deſarts; 1 
may the care of heaven attend you; may qt 
i i victory follow FORE arms.” | le 
"41 At this cry ten thouſand warriors were of 
: already on their rapid ſteeds. My father bes 
ſelected ſix thouſand, and placed me ME: ftr 
their head. ce 


Zora, trembling, and in anguiſh, threw 
herſelf. 


1 


elf 
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herſelf at his feet. Zora preſſed, and 
importuned for leave to accompany me. 
Educated amidſt arms, ſhe deſerved to 
join the party. My father, nevertheleſs, 
heſitated. But the ſhouts of my compa- 
nions, the tears he beheld on my coun- 
tenance, the entreaties of the army, at 
length prevailed on his tenderneſs. Zora 
departed with us. 


I need not repeat, my lord, the ſad 
adieus we bade to our father; nor will 1 
deſcribe his grief at our melancholy ſe- 
paration. My tears flow at remembering 
it. I ſtill behold the venerable old man 


quitting me, to preſs Zora to his boſom, 
leaving her again to embrace me, com- 
manding us both to ſhew ourſelves worthy 


of him and our country, but not wan- 
tonly to provoke danger above our 
ftrength. © My dear Iſmael, ſays he, 


© take care of your life, leſt your te- 


E 3 merit 
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merity bring both your wife and your 


father to the tomb. Remember that my 


paternal eyes will follow you in battle, 


that my ſpirit, unalterably attending, 


will never leave you, and that the lance 
which is aimed at your heart will alſo 


menace mine.“ 


-Whilft he ſpake this, and our warriors 


already mounted, waited only for me to 
depart ; a black raven, perching on a 


palm tree, filled the air with his mourn= 
ful cries. My father obſerved this, and 
would have delayed our departure. But 
little regarding theſe vain preſages, too 
much reſpected by our nation, I ſoothed 
his tender alarms, and entreated him to 
hide his too great ſuſceptibility, and em- 
bracing him for the laſt time, I leaped 


upon my horſe, and was followed by my 


charming Zora. 


We 
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We ſoon arrived at Cairoan, where the 
veſſels of Boabdil took on board our ſix 
thouſand warriors. Our paſſage was for- 
tunate. Landing at Almeria, we pro- 
ceeded to the ſuperb city, to relieve which 
we came. Boabdil was laviſh of his 
careſſes, and quartered our troops upon 
the richeſt citizens, and choſe that his 
own palace ſhould be the aſylum of my 


wife. 


But a reſidence in Grenada ſoon be- 
came irkſome to me. The ſpectacle of 
a ferocious deſpot, ſurrounded by a vici- 
ous court, and the public diſregard of 
decorum, and thoſe manners, ſo ſacred 
with our nation, diſguſted- the eyes of 
Zora. Her chaſte and timid foul, accuſ- 
tomed to ſee around her, only innocence 
and peace, recoiled at the ſight of vice, 
as does the fawn from the ſerpent, She 
was anxious to return to Africa; every 
ES - day 
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day ſhe implored me to remove her from 
this profligate court, or at leaſt from the 
prince whoſe crimes knew neither bounds 


nor remorſe. An opportunity ſoon of- 
fered. | 


Almanzar, general of our army, and 
the only one who deſerved our eſteem, 


was informed that your Caftillians in- : 


tended to attack Carthama, where a cele- 
brated tribe had taken refuge. Carthama, 
although impregnable, wanted ſuccour, 


The Abencerrages, who defended it, long 


incenſed againſt thoſe of Grenada, would 
conſent to receive, within their walls, 
none but foreign troops. The brave AE 
manzar came to intreat me to ſuffer Zora 
to go there with a thouſand Bereberes. 
The ſeparation was painful indeed. I 
could not leave the reſt of my troops; I 
could not exiſt at a diſtance from Zora"; 
but the anxicty ſhe expreſſed, to leave 
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Boabdil and his court, the praiſes which 


Almanzar beſtowed on the virtues of the 


Abencerrages, at length prevailed with 
me. I conducted my wife to Carthama. 
Oſman, the faithleſs Oſman, the gover- 
nor of the city, heaped attentions upon 
her, and invited me often to come and 


ſee the object of my love, I was com- 


poſed, and returned to Almanzar ; and 
almoſt every night, alone quitting Gre- 
nada upon my unwearied ſteed, I flew to 
paſs a ſhort interval with my beloved 
wife, to give her account of what paſſed 
within my mind, to. hear. and repeat our. 
vows of fidelity. 


Theſe frequent. interviews relieved the 
pangs of abſence, and calmed the painful 
idea of exiſting any where but near Zora. 
But a torment ſtill more intolerable is 
now added to my forrows, I have learned 
on this day only, that the governor of 

| * 6 Carthama, 
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Carthama, -that one of the Abencerrages, 
whom Almanzar had painted to me as a 
Mi tribe of heroes, that Oſman, the guilty 
1 Oſman, had dared to conceive a paſſion 
% for my wife, and to declare his feelings 
to her. 5 


No, my lord, you do not, you cannot 
imagine the horrible dominion which 
Jealouſy exerciſes over us. This formi- 

dable paſſion is the livelieſt and the moſt 


. violent of any that we know in our In 
1 parching climes. No crime, no offence he 
is, in our eyes, equal to that of caſting m 
a mere glance on our wives or our miſ- de 
treſſes. No vengeance is ſevere enough tic 
for ſo heinous an affront. Liberal of our th 
fortunes, mild, peaceable, and hoſpitable, m) 
we become more barbarous and more ha 
ſanguinary than the lions of our deſarts, me 


as ſoon as any deſi re is expreſſed of taking 
from us the object of our tendernefs. _ 


” a. 


No 
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No ſooner had I heard of the crime of 


Oſman than I reſolved to fly to Carthama, 


and remain near Zora, to ſeek and pro- 


cure an opportunity of plunging my 
ſword into the heart of the inſolent Oſ- 
man. ; 1 


I was already on my way. I thought 
that our laſt victory, and the burning of 
your camp, rendered my rout more ſecure 
than before. The idea of again behold- 
ing Zora, of joining her never to leave 


her, of being avenged on a traitor, filled 


my heart with joy, when your band ſud- 
denly appearing, ſurrounded me on all 


tides. But for you I had perhaps eſcaped 
them, but your invincible arm prevented 


my efforts, and you, by your victory, 


have robbed me of ſome of the ſweeteſt 


moments of my life. 


Such is the occaſion of my grief. Zora 
| E 6 expects 
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expects me, and I am a priſoner. Oſman 
1s near Zora, and I am in the hands of 
Spaniards. Are you aſtoniſhed at my 
tears? © Be compoſed,” replied Lara, 
« I will repair the evil I have done. I 
ſhall haſten to my ſovereign to entreat 
him to reſtore you to that liberty which 
does not alone depend on me. 


« My own ſteed ſhall carry you to Car- 
thama ; you ſhall ſee Zora by break of 


days and in reward of my kindneſs you 


will honour me with your friendſhip; 


the ſentiment ſhall be dearer to me rhan 
the laurels 3 have won.” 


Saying this they arrived at the en- 
trenchments. Lara, known by the guards, 
entered with his priſoner. He conducted 
him to his tent, entruſted him with his 
domeſtics, and treated him in all reſpects 
as a brother; and whilſt every tender 


5 | care 
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| care was paid to the wounded Numidian, 
F Lara went to Ferdinand to relate what 
a had happened in his nocturnal excurſion. 


: The king of Arragon, and his auguſt 
b wife, were then fitting at council. A 
L ſtranger, protected by Iſabella alone, 
whoſe genius had diſcovered in this ob- 
ſcure individual, marks of a ſuperior man, 
was then explaining to them his magni- 
ficent deſigns. This ſtranger was Colum- 
bus. He propoſed the diſcovery, and 
the conqueſt of a new world. He de- 
manded but a ſingle veſſel. All the coun- 
cil heſitated to grant it; Iſabella alone 
did not. 


» we „ 


Lara appeared and took his place. 
The great ſubject in agitation did not 
permit him to ſpeak to the king. The 
time paſſed away; night approached. 

- The 


0 
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The impatient Iſmael anxiouſly . 
Lara's return. 


But the courſer of the Bereberian 
eſcaped from the ſcene of the combat, 
had of himſelf ſpontaneouſly followed 
the rout he had ſo often taken. Impelled 
by terror he flew to Carthama, where 
Zora, with many ſighs and tears, expected 
her huſband. The hours paſſed away of 
which ſhe counted the ſorrowful mo- 
ments. She thought of every peril which 


could poſſibly await him ſhe loved, and 


her imagination augmented them. The 
moſt fearful ideas oppreſſed her mind, 
and a melancholy preſentiment made her 
weep and mourn. No longer able to en- 
dure the ſuſpenſe, ſhe herſelf ſallied forth 
to meet her beloved Iſmael. She thought 
her ſufferings would be leſs in ſeeking 
the object of her heart's deſire, and that 

{he 
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ſhe ſhould fear leſs on his account if ſhe 
could but ſhare his danger. 


To elude the guards at the gates, Zora 
took a military dreſs like that of the 
Abencerrages. She paſſed through the 
city on horſeback, pretending an order 


from Ofman : ſhe proceeded towards 


Grenada, having paſſed the gates, every 
where looking anxiouſly around for her 


huſband. 


Soon ſhe heard the noiſe of a horſe. 
She ſtopped, ſhe liſtened, and hardly 
breathed. The ſound increaſed; a dull 
and heavy echo repeated the ſound of his 
feet againſt the ground. Motionleſs, pal- 
pitating, Zora ſaw the horſe; his colour, 
his long mane, made the tender Zora 


| tremble. She flew ; ſhe called on Iſmael. 


At this name the courſer raiſed his head, 
neighed, and approached Zora: Zora 
2 examined 
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examined him; it was the ſteed of her 
huſband. It was alone, and ſtained with 
blood. Doubtleſs his maſter had periſhed. 
His maſter had fallen under the blows of 
ſome barbarous Spaniard. 


Agitated by grief, by terror, and. by 
love, Zora darted on the enſanguined 
ſteed, and reſigned herſelf to his direc- 
tion. She accuſed heaven, but ſhe vowed 
to avenge Iſmael. The intelligent horſe 
meaſured back his way. He redoubled 
his ſpeed, and carried Zora to the ſpot 
where her lover had been vanquiſhed. 
There he ſtopped. 
and ſaw the four Spaniards whom her 
| huſband had ſlaughtered. Not doubting 
her miſery, ſhe ſought the body of Iſmael ; 


ſhe recognized his buckler, and ſhe ſaw 


the ground ſtained with blood. Then 
ſhe cricd bitterly aloud, fell lifeleſs on the 
place, 


Zora looked round, 
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er place, and in the agony of deſpair rolled 
th in the duſt. 


of In the midſt of her grief ſhe heard 2 

= groan from one of the four Spaniards 
who was expiring. She roſe, ran to him, 
Zora gave him her help, and tried to re- 
vive him. As ſoon as he had recovered 
his ſenſes, ſhe importuned him to tell 


C2 

ed her of the combat, of his wound, of the 
ſe buckler then left, and of the blood which 
ed ſtained it. Zora implored him to con- 
ot ceal nothing ; - to increaſe or to nin the 
d. dreadful agony ſhe felt. 

d, | | 

er The ſoldier, affected by her care, ſtam- 
ng mered out ſome words in Arabic to make 
]; the ſtranger underſtand him. He pointed 
LW to his companions, and ſaid that a Bere- 
en berian alone, being attacked, had made 
he them fall by his blows. He pronounced 
e, the name of Lara; ſaid that Lara had 


avenge. 
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avenged them; that the buckler was 
broken by him, and that the blood was 
that of the Bereberian, by the hand of 
Lara. 


Scarce had he finiſhed theſe words 
when Zora, without replying to him, 
looked wildly around, heſitating whether 
ſhe ſhould not end her days on the very 
ſpot where Iſmael had periſhed. But 
ſhe wiſhed revenge ; and this idea checked 
her arm. She eagerly preſſed the ſoldier's 
hand, and, with a broken voice, ſaid to 


the Spaniard, ** Friend, ſhew me the 


way to the camp, the camp where Lara 
is, that Lara —. Fear not, my friend, 
I will ſend your comrades to you ; I will 
return and help you, if heaven allow me 
to return.“ ; | 


The aſtoniſhed ſoldier pointed out to her 
the path ſhe was to purſue, Zora mounted 


Vas 
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her ſteed, abandoned to him the rein, and 
with the ſwiftneſs of the wind arrived at. 
the entrenchments. 


The guards would have ſtopped her, 
but Zora heard them not. © Go,” faid 
ſhe, © and tell the unfceling Lara that 
the governor of Carthama defies, and ex- 
pects him here. | Let him fear no trea- 
chery ; I am alone. I will combat him 
in the midſt of you all. If he be not the 
baſeſt of men he will not delay a mo» 
ment,” 


The guards, aſtoniſhed at ſuch bold 
neſs, made her repeat the words, They 
knew not whether they ought to obey. 
But the reſpect of the Spaniards for every 
warrior who demanded combat, was/ to 
them a ſacred law. One of them went 
to find Lara. During this interval the 
young AIC, who, even in her rage, 


could 
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could not forget the impreſſive cares of 


humanity, ſent two ſoldiers to the help 


of their wounded companion. 


Lara was not returned. Iſmael ſtill 


expected him. Informed that the hero 


was at council, the ſoldier whom he had 


ſent would not interrupt him. He en- 
tered into converſation with the Numi- 


dian, and told him that the governor of 


Carthama was come to challenge Lara. 


At this name Iſmael ſtarted up. His 
eyes ſparkled with rage. The gover- 
nor of Carthama !” ſaid he; © juſt hea- 
ven! thou befriendeſt me. It is myſelt 
whom this traitor wants; it is myſelf 
whoſe head he comes ta demand of my 
generous conqueror. Chriſtians, will you 


permit your valiant chief, fatigued with 


the combat and the labours of this fatal 
night, to expoſe himſelf againſt this 


traitor ? 


| trait 


deig. 
whot 
woul 
you 
cond 


cann. 
moſt 


OWe ! 


poſ! T7 


heart, 


Th 
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| traitor? No, if you love Lara, if you 
deign to hear the voice of a captive, 
ain hom he honours with his eſteem: if you 
8 would ſtill confer on me greater kindneſs, 
hag you will lend me your arms, and will 
conduct me to that Abencerrage, wha 
cannot have come hither but with the 
moſt treacherous purpoſes; and I ſhall 
owe to you the ſupreme happineſs of ex- 
poſing my life for a hero dear to my 


His heart, as to your army.“ 

ver- | | | . 
Ws The ſoldier heſitated : Iſmael conjured 
yſelf and preſſed him, and taking from his perſon 
1yſclf the bracelets of gold with which his legs 

f my and arms were adorned, he gave them to 
11 you im. He vowed by heaven to return 
with fter the victory, and make his excuſes: 


o Lara, and anſwered for him on his 
life. The ſoldier, finally prevailed upon, 
08 ok off his arms, which Iſmael precipi- 

ately put on. His wound made theſe 
heavy 
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heavy arms painful to him; but his hatred hea 
for Oſman, his burning jealouſy, and the did 
neceſſity of revenge, made him forget MW and 
every thing. He mounted the ſteed of val 
Lara, concealed himſelf in his helmet, 
and led by the ſoldier, his ſword already 
drawn, and his heart inflamed with rage, 
he haſtened to the ſpot where his wife, 
incenſed at the delay, was in the moſt 
furious agitation, and thirſting for his 
blood. | 


As ſoon as they perceived each other, 
deluded by the gloom of night, not yet 
entirely vaniſhed, as well as by ungovern- 
able hatred, the reſult, alas ! of their love, 
they ruſhed upon each other. They did 
not utter a ſingle word; both equally 
dreaded diſcovery ; both had an equal in- 
tereſt in remaining unknown. Their 
ſwords were ſoon bathed in blood, and 
they only ſought a paſſage to each other's 

hearts. 
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hearts. They heeded not death if they 


did but kill their adverſary. Their ſkill 


and their forefight were forgotten. Their 


valour was no more than ferocious rage, 


| They expoſed their perſons to ſtrike more 
freely, and they approach that the wounds 
they inflict, may be the deeper. They at 


length ſeized each other, fell together 
from their horſes on the ground, fearful 


that their ſwords might not yu reach 
each other's hearts. 


Oh, unfortunate Iſmael, wretched 


| Zora, what dreadful error miſleads you ? 
| Your furious hands touch each other ; 


your breath is mixed; you preſs each 
other in your arms, and nothing whiſpers 
that it is the object whom you love. 
Your hearts beat againſt each other, and 


thoſe tender hearts do not recognize each 


other. Ye who well underſtood the 
lighteſt glance, the ſofteſt ſigh; ye who 


could 
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N could not exiſt but when. together, you * 
# embrace only to deſtroy each other. Stay hi 
[: your cruel hands; calm your unnatural 1 
b fury; check your impious blows ; ſay but MW th 
|} one word, and ye will fall upon your th 
|, knees, and bathe with your tears the thi 

4 wounds ye have cauſed, and preſs your 
3 dying lips on the boſom ye have mur- | 
4 dered. . _ 751 vo 
3 TT. | cal 
Uſeleſs and vain regrets their rage at ſtr, 
its extreme height can ſee, can hear no- har 


thing. Diſtracted by the idea of ven- it a 
geance, and racked by jealouſy and grief, | 


Iſmael twice wounds Zora, and aims yet E 
another wound. Zora twice plunges her She 
ſword in the boſom of Iſmael, and ſeeks The 
an opening in his armour to plunge it her 


yet deeper. At length, exhauſted by loſs IM like 

of blood, and enfeebled by his former MW pow 

combat, Iſmael ſtaggers, and Zora darts tent. 

upon him. She redoubles her efforts, ve 
| preſſes 
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preſſes upon and overthrows him, and 
plunging into him her ſword, to the very 


hilt, “ Die,” ſhe cried, © thou barba-. 
rian, but before thou dieſt, know it is by 


the hand of a woman. Yes, Zora kills 


thee. The wife of Iſmael thus avenges 
the huſband ſhe adores.”” 


At theſe words, and the ſound of this 


voice, Iſmael raiſed his head, and re- 


called his expiring ſpirit: collecting his 
ſtrength, Zora,” ſaid he, © is it thy 
hand, my Zora, that takeſt my life ; was 
it againſt thee, that my hand og 


= 


He could not finiſh. Zora drew near. 
She took off his helmet, and viewed him. 
The riſing beams of day diſcovered to 
her the pale viſage of Iſmael. Pale, 


like him, mute, motionleſs, and over- 


powered by grief, ſhe looked at him at- 
tentively. She wiſhed, but was not able 
VOL.. III. F to 
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to doubt what ſhe had done. Without 


uttering a word, without moving from 
the ſpot, ſhe remained as if chained to 
the place. Her hair fell looſely over her 
face ; her pale lips could not ſhut ; her 
wild eyes were fixed on the cloſed ones 
of Iſmael, who, with his dying hand, 
ſeized that of his Zora. 


«« Oh, my beloved,“ he cried, ben 
of wives, calm thy fearful deſpair : for- 


give thyſelf thy cruel error, for Iſmael 


ſurely forgives thee. Thou didſt wiſh to 
avenge my death ; I thought to puniſh 
the treacherous Oſman. Thy ſtained 
hands are yet pure. The mortal blow 

thou haſt given me, proved thy faithful 
love. I expire in thy fight ; I preſs thy 
dear hand to my heart. My death is far 
from painful. In the name of our love, 
my Zora, in the name of my father, who 
will have no children but thyſelf, promiſe 
. me 
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me to live and conſole him; inſtantly 
make me the promiſe. Pitileſs death 
approaches. I feel it near. Adieu, my 
Zora, my beſt beloved. Iſmael forgives 


| thee his death; grant him thy life.” 


His voice ſtopped, his eyes cloſed, his 
head fell, and his cold hand dropped from 
that of Zora. Zora, ſtill motionleſs, for 
a few moments continued looking at him. 
Suddenly her knees trembled, her arms 
fell, and her teeth chattered. She ſtooped 
down, laid her face to Iſmael, ſought his 
lips, and preſſed them with a convulſive 
motion, reclined on his cold body, which 
ſhe enfolded cloſely with her arms, and 
ſo poured her laſt ſigh. 


END OF THE SEVENTH BOOK, 
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ARGUMENT 
OF THE 
EIGHTH: Book: > 


The grief of Lara— He pays the laſt duties to Iſmael 

and his wife—Arrival of Gonxalva— Joy of the 
army and of the two friends Terror of the Moors 
—T hey wiſh to retire within the walls Are pre- 

- vented by Almanzar— He ſends a challenge to Gon- 
zalva, which Iſabella accepts—The anguiſh of the 
hero—A Troubadour comes to ſeek him He meets 
Zulima in a ibo His interview with the 
princeſs —His virtue triumphs over his love 
He returns to the army—1s ſtopped by the Bere- 
beres—Combat and death of Almanzar—General 
battle—Exploits and generoſity of Gonzalua== 
Viclory of the Spaniards, 2 
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BOOK THE EIGHTH... 


OH, death, of whom we are afraid, 
yet who alone giveſt tranquility, thou 
wouldeſt not be an evil if thou always, 
at the ſame time, ſtruck faithful lovers 
and tender friends. To ceaſe to exiſt is 
nothing; to leave each other is the 
greateſt of evils. He is not to be la- 
mented, who, towards the concluſion of 
a glorious career, falls into the grave 
ſatisfied with himſelf; but the lover or 
the friend who ſtays behind, who pre- 
ſerves no more of life than the faculty to 
ſuffer, theſe are the really unfortunate, 
and who truly deſerve our tears. Uſeleſs 
and eſtranged from the world, like a me- 
lancholy traveller in foreign and diſtant 
lands, he who ſurvives the object of his 

F 3 affections, 
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affections, believes himſelf in the midſt of 


a ſequeſtered people; he ſpeaks but is not 


heard; he is addreſſed but makes no re- 
ply. The language of thoſe indifferent 
to him, is unknown to his heart ; thoſe 


whom he fees are not his brethren ; they 


weep not as he does. Inacceſſible to the 
milder feelings, even to thoſe of virtue, 
he regards this only as a duty ; he forgets 
that it is alſo a pleaſure. Inſulated in the 
univerſe, he wanders as in an immenſe 
deſart, where nothing intereſts his view, 
where his eyes, wearied and exhauſted, 
look only for the grave. Here he directs 
his ſteps; here he is anxious to repoſe, 
but it continually flies from him. Oh, 
Zora! affectionate Iſmael ! at leaſt ye 
periſhed together ; your ſpirits, always 
united, are again about to love each other 
in heaven. Your fate, fearful as it is, 
_ muſt excite envy in the folitary bofom, 
in which memory alone has any part. 
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This unfortunate pair thus terminated 
their lives. The Spaniſh foldiery ſur- 
rounded them with looks of ſorrow, and 
the ſilence of compaſſion: when Lara 
leaving the council, after having obtained 


from the king the liberty of his captive, 


arrived to dare the combat of which 
Iſmael had deprived him. What a ſpec- 
tacle did he ſee? The two lovers ſtretched 
on the turf, covered with blood, their 
hands knit together, their pale counte- 
nances turned towards each other, and 
their half-opened lips, as if endeavouring 


to catch the laſt ſigh. 


At this ſcene Lara uttered a cry of 


terror. The Caſtillians related to him 


the fatal miſtake of the two lovers. The 
hero groaned, and burſt into tears. He 
bitterly reproached himſelf as the cauſe 
of their death ; he would at leaſt honour 
their aſhes, and wiſhed the performance 
FS -- of 
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of the laſt duties might acquit his melan- 
choly friendiliip. The ſame tomb united 
their aſhes, and two myrtles, interwoven, 
were planted by the hand of Lara. 


„ Flourith,” ſaid he, © ye. plants of 


love, in that ſoil, where two unfortunate 
beings repoſe, whoſe death love occa- 
ſioned. The traveller, and the feeling 
warrior, who may ſtop beneath your 


ſhade, will find his boſom palpitate, his 
tears involuntarily flow, and the married 


pairs of this region ſhall come to pro- 
nounce their faithful vows beneath your 
branches; and the treacherous, if ſuch 
there be, will turn aſide with ſhame, and 
will not dare to pollute the verdure 


around this hallowed tomb.“ 


After fulfilling theſe ſad cares, Lara 
returned to the labours of his new city. 
Already the ſunk trenches were ſurround- 
ed with ſtrong walls, the ramparts tow- 

ered 


"  &:.O 


Cr. 


an 


hei 


„10 


GONZ ALVA or CORDOVA of 


ered over the plain, and the gates rolled 

upon their hinges: houſes of wood, 
haſtily conſtructed, marked the ſituation 
of thoſe afterwards to be erected. Theſe 
ſerved as reſidences for the ſoldiers, offi- 
cers, and even the ſovereigns themſelves, 
who thinking of no other palace than the 


Alhambra, were at preſent ſatisfied with 


inhabiting ſimple retreats as warriors. 


The Moors, aſtoniſned to ſee a city, 


where lately was a ruined camp, loſt the 


hopes and the confidence which their 
firſt ſucceſſes inſpired. Boabdil, de- 


prived of Almanzar, whom his wounds 


would not ſuffer to engage in combat, did 


not interrupt the labours of Iſabella, did 


not dare to truſt to the fate of arms his 
crown and his fortune. The Alabez, 


and Almorads, conſtantly attending their 


hero, anxiouſly watched his countenance 


to ſee whether he would ſoon again con- 
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duct them to other victories. All the 
ſoldiers feeling for him every emotion of 


tenderneſs and veneration, preſſed round 
his tent to demand of heaven their guar- 
dian, their ſupport, the object of their 
gratitude and love. 


Alamar alone, ſecretly envying the 
glory of that Almanzar to whom he at 
leaſt thought himſelf equal, and angry 
that the army ſhould confider itſelf as 
without a leader, merely becauſe Alman- 
zar was not able to combat, Alamar re- 
tired within his pavillion, meditating new 
crimes. Always inflamed with a violent 
paſſion for the daughter of Muly-Haſſem, 
he learned that this princeſs was returned 
to Grenada, and he knew that Almanzar 


and Muly had both vowed to protect her 


from his violence. Not depending upon 
the precarious promiſes of Boabdil, the 
African determined to enter by night 


into 


F 


GONZALVA or CORDOVA, 07 


into Grenada, to force Zulima even from 
the palace, and to fly with his victim to 
his own dominions. | 


Suddenly, about mid-day, a great tu- 


mult in the Spaniſh town, mingled with 


ſhouts of joy, beſpoke ſome great event. 
Theſentinels on the ramparts, ſeemed ready 
to leave their ſtations. The advanced 
poſts, informed of what had happened, 


partook of the univerſal cheerfulneſs. 


The walls were crouded with the chiefs ; 


the ſoldiers promiſcuouſly felicitating 


each other, ſeemed aloud to return thanks 
to heaven, and with their voice and geſ- 
tures to menace the lofty towers of Gre- 
nada. | 


Gonzalva was arrived. Gonzalva, 
through various perils, had broken thro? 
the Alpuxares, and, finally, ſaw the new- 
erected city. As ſoon as he appeared 

„ and 
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and was known, a thouſand ſhouts re- 


peated his glorious name. *© Behold our 


hero; behold the great captain; heaven 


returns us our protector; Spaniards, haſten 
once more to ſee the invincible Gon- 
Zzalva.” N | 


The ſoldiers in haſte ruilied forth to 


croud around the hero. They approach 
and preſs upon him; they even impede 
his courſer : one wiſhes to touch and kiſs 


his armour; all invite and conjunctively 


oblige him to diſmount ; and contending 


to bear the honourable burden, they carry 
him in triumph to the chiefs and cap- 
tains, who throng to welcome him. 


Happy Lara, thou wert the firſt : as 
ſoon as the two friends beheld each 


other they embraced with tears of de- 
light and tranſport. Oh, valiant Gon- 


— 


zalva, and brave Lara, what laurels, 
| | what 


3 n 1 
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what victory, could equal this ne 


moment. 


Asher ſatisfying their firſt emotions, 
Gonzalva, without leaving the hand of 
his friend, noticed the kind congratula- 
tions of the other warriors. Aguilar, 
Cortez, Medina and Guſman, equally 
delight once more to behold him. The 
hero, in the midſt of heroes, was by 
them conducted to the queen, and all the 
army followed, filling the air with ſhouts 
of exultation. . 


Iſabella and Ferdinand advanced to 
meet him. Gonzalva bent his knee; the 
queen immediately raiſed him, made him 
lit by her ſide, received from his hand 
the treaty. which the faithleſs prince of 
Fez would have ſealed by an act of guilt. 
She trembled at. the dangers which her 


ambaſſador had encountered. The king 
of 
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of Arragon talked of vengeance ; Iſabella 
thought only of her hero. Let us,” 
ſaid ſhe, © acquit ourſelves of the debt 
which we owe to Gonzalva. We can- 
not, indeed, pay all that we owe him; 
but the eſteem of his country, the vene- 
ration of the army, the tranſports of joy 
and love which muſt impreſs his noble 
heart, are his deſerved recompenſe. 
Great Captain, you were abſent, and the 
Moor overcame us; you appear, and 
Grenada falls. Sovereigns, ſoldiers, and 


ye his equals, all agree that on his arm 


depends your victory.“ 


She ſpoke, and left Gonzalva with his 
faithful Lara. The two heroes, getting 
rid of the croud about them, retired to 
the ſame ſolitude. There indulging, 
without reſtraint, the emotion which 
filled their hearts, they multiplied queſ- 
tions without attending the anſwers, and 
2 each, - 
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each, when ſpeaking of his own con- 
cerns, frequently interrupted himſelf to 
ſpeak of his friend. They began again 
and again the tale of what each ſuffered 
| when abſent from the other, and were 
reciprocally moved with joy and tender- 
neſs at relating their own perils, at hear- 
ing thofe which each had eſcaped. Lara 
wiſhed to ſee and embrace the faithful 
Pedro, who preſerved Gonzalva at Fez. 
He called him to him, confidered him as 
nd his benefactor, and made him repeat the 
rm exploits of Gonzalva aboard the veſſel, 

and diſputed with his generous friend 
| the right of making him a ſuitable re- 
his compenſe. 


n 
Io Soon he liſtened in ſilence to the tale 
ig, in which Zulima was involved. As ſoon 
ch as he had heard of the paſſion of Gon- 
- zalva, it affected him with no ſurprize 


nd that he was beloved. The kindneſs of 
h, . the 
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the lovely Moor, her tender: gratitude 
towards her benefactor, rendered her dear 


to Lara, but leſs blinded than the lover, 
he did not dare to ſuppoſe that a happy 
union would be the price of a peace he 
conſidered as impoſſible. Lara knew the 
purpoſe of Iſabella, the oath ſhe had 
taken to periſh or poſſeſs Grenada. This 


he concealed from his friend, he pre- 


tended, not to afflict him, to partake his 
fallacious hopes, and his delicate friend- 
ſhip, reſpecting a deluſion which could 


not long endure, prepared conſolations 


for the chagrin which already he fore- 
ifaw. 


In the mean time the ſwift voice of 
fame had carried to the Mooriſh camp the 
intelligence ſo much dreaded that Gon- 
zalva was arrived. At this name a ſudden 
terror was ſpread among the Grenadines. 
Some remembered with fear his victory 
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over Abenhamet, others "TP entry into 
Grenada. * All | of them 33 full of affright, 
crouded round the pavillion of Boabdil, 


demanding of him aloud to retire within 


the walls, and threatened to leave the 
camp if the monarch nnen to detain 
them. : | 5 


Boabdil, Muly-Haſſem returned to his 
ſon; the chiefs of the various tribes, and 
Alamar himſelf, could not ſoothe theſe 
alarms; their words were not heard, their 
authority was diſregarded. The ſoldiers, 
already ſeized with a ſpirit of ſedition, re- 
turned to their tents unmindful of their 
king, poſſeſſed themſelves of all that was 
valuable, and believing themſelves al- 
ready purſued by Gonzalva, began to fly 
towards the city. The camp would have 
been actually deſerted had not nn 
appeared, | UTE © ö 


Almanzar, 
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Almanzar, on the information of his 
father, roſe ſuddenly from his couch, 


where his wounds had confined him. 


He ſeized a long fpear to ſupport his yet 
feeble ſtep, without turban, without ſcy- 
metar, he ran to ſhew himſelf to the 
fugitives. 


ce Where do you fly,” he exclaimed, 


* children of Iſmael? What diftraction 
miſleads you? and what is it you hope to 
avoid ? Is it death ? This it is which you 


you are about to precipitate on your 
heads. The Spaniard, from his works, 


18 about to dart upon you , and ſlaughter 
you as a contemptible herd. I ſpeak not 


to you of honour; What can this avail 


with your daſtardly hearts? I ſpeak not 
of your country, of your God whom you 


betray, of your wives, your children, 


whom, doubtleſs, you have ſold. I im- 
plore you to _ of yourſelves, on that 


life 
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life which ſeems ſo dear to you, and 


| which you are giving up to your enemies. 


Stop, or ye periſh. At leaſt wait till 
night not to conceal your ſhame, but to 
ſecure your flight. Stop till the darkneſs 
may for ſome moments retard that death 
which appears ſo dreadful, and which 
becomes certain the very moment it is 
dreaded, You tremble left, before the 
end of the day, Gonzalva ſhall come to 
attack you. Let him come: I alone 
will meet him. I alone will die, or pre- 
ſerve the army from the enemy who 
makes. it tremble. King of Grenada, 
diſpatch an herald ; let him go, and.in 
my. name defy , Gonzalva : let him tell 
that Spaniard that to-morrow, at break 
of day, in preſence of both armies, I 
challenge him to deadly combat. And 
you, pufillanimous people, condeſcend to 
wait and ſee me periſh or triumph.” 


* 


At 
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At theſe words the Moors ſtood ſtill. 
The ſoldiers, with ſhame, conſented to 
remain within their camp. Boabdil diſ- 
patched a herald, Muly-Haſſem, in 
tears, obſerved a ſolemn filence, and 
preſſed his ſon to his patpitating breaſt. 
Alamar concealed his ſpleen in empty 
applauſes, and the chicfs ventured not to 
indulge themſelves in joy. 


The herald, nevertheleſs, proceeded 
with two trumpets before him. He ar- 
rived at the gates of the city. - The 
bridge was let down, a bandage was tied 
round his eyes, and he was conducted to 
the monarchs. Gonzalva then, with the 
other chiefs, was ſitting near Iſabella, and 
was endeavouring to paint to the queen 
the advantages of a happy peace. The 
Mooriſh herald was announced. He en- 
| tered, and kneeled, 


© Sove- 
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ce Sovereigns of Caſtille and Arragon, 
he cried, in a firm tone, I come in 
the name of Almanzar to challenge Gon- 
zalva of Cordova to combat. To- mor- 
row, at break of day, at the head of our 
army, the prince of Grenada will await 
him on the plain, and the death of one 
of the combatants alone muſt ſeparate 
them.“ | | 


— 


Gonzalva, at theſe words, uttered a 


cry of grief, which the queen miſtook for 


an exclamation of joy. Without giving 
him time to reply, © Herald,” ſaid ſhe, 
to the meſſenger, ** Gonzalva accepts 
thy challenge. Depart, and carry my 
anſwer.” + | 4219 He 


Then turning to Gonzalva, who endea- 
voured to conceal the grief with which 
his ſoul was agitated, Support of my 
throne,” ſhe cried, “ my wiſhes at length 

are 
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are heard. When that barbarian deſtroyed 
my ſon-in-law, my only prayer to hea- 
ven was to deliver him into thy hands, 
The all-powerful Deity has heard me. 
Oh, my daughter, rejoice, the death of 
Alphonſo will be f . 


Ferdinand, who heard this, ſhared the 
maternal tranſport. He drew his dread- 
ful ſword, the ſame which, in the hands 
of the Cid, avenged his country, and his 


father conquered in, Chinena and Valen- 


cia, and which the monarchs of Arragon 
guarded as a precious treaſure. 


« Oh, thou,” ſaid he, to Gonzalva, 
who ſo well reſembleit Rodriguez, re- 
ceive the ſword of that hero. To me it 
only belongs from my crown; it is more 
deſervedly yours from your valour. May 


this ſteel puniſh the murderer of Al- 


phonſo : may it make Spain to triumph: 
„ 


ed 
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and may it ever remain in the hands moſt 
worthy to wield ut.” 


All the chiefs of the army applauded. 


All ſurrounded the hero, and already 


celebrated his victory; announced the 
fall of Grenada as ſoon as its defender 
ſhould be no more, and. anticipating the 
glory of beholding their rival triumph, 
they proved that their generous ſouls 
could feel admiration devoid of jealouſy. 


Gonzalva, diſtreſſed and unhappy, 
could with difficulty reply to the queen, 
to Ferdinand, and to his friends. An 
hundred times his lips opened to declare, 
that Zulima had ſaved his life, that the 
ſweeteſt and the ſtrongeſt ties attached 
him to this princeſs, that her brother was 
ſacred in his ſight, but honour, rigid 
honour, that idol of noble ſouls, honour, 
which diſregards the pains of ſuſceptible 
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boſoms, impoſed ſilence on the hero. 
Could he refuſe a challenge? Could he 


fruſtrate the vows of his ſovereign, the 


expectations of the whole army, and ſa- 
crifice to love, his duty, his country, and 
his glory? A prey to theſe diſtracting 


thoughts, he eſcaped from the croud 


around him, and retired,” followed by 


:Larai 


Then it was that throwing! his arms 
about that faithful friend, he wept abun- 


dantly. He told him again and again of 


the oath he had taken to his miſtreſs 
ever to reſpect Almanzar. He pointed 
out the invincible obſtacle which his 
victory would preſent to his union with 


the princeſs: the grief, the rage of Muly- 


Haſſem, the menace of. Zulima, to obli- 
terate for ever her love for him, if he 
ſhould ſtain himſelf with the. blood of 


her brother. She will ceaſe for ever 
; Wo 
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to love me,“ he exclaimed : * Oh, my 
friend, you cannot conceive the horrible 
calamity of being no more loved by Zu- 
lima. I can endure her abſence, all the 
pangs, and torments of jealouſy. I can 
drag on my ſad exiſtence in expecting 
the felicity of ſeeing her but for a mo- 
ment. But to violate my oath to her, to 
cauſe her'to weep, to make her hate me: 
No, my friend, I would rather die; ra- 
ther loſe this vain-glory ; rather that you 
ſhould kill me, than perpetrate ſo enor- 
mous a crime. 


Lara heard in ſilence; it was not ne- 
ceſſary to remind Gonzalva of what he 
owed to his country: his tears proved 
that he well remembered it. Lara 
preſſed him to his heart, and fearing the 
refuſal he foreſaw, he propoſed, in a 
timid voice, to combat for his friend. 
The hero rejected the offer; it debaſed 
vol. III. G | his 
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his valour, and alarmed his friendſhip. Tr 


The danger was too great. Gonzalva fin 
could not bear it. Should Gonzalva ex- pai 
poſe' the life 'which he loved more than the 
his own? The bare idea filled him with tal 
horror. He forbade Lara to urge. this 
ſubject again: he reproached him for 4 
having mentioned it, and reſolved to-do wh 
his duty; he propoſed to exert all his ſpe: 
ſkill and addreſs, to preſerve. his own den 
life, without injuring that of his n pan 


1 8 | EO IGY 2017” the 


Whilſt he venturcd to” indulge this 
chimerical 1dea, night advancing with 
her ſtars, obliged the two friends to ſteal 
a ſhort repoſe. Suddenly they were 
awaked by one of the ' ſoldiers. 0 
guarded the gates. 0A 


* Great Captain,” ſaid he to Gon- 
zalv: a, come and hear one of thoſe 
Trou- 
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Troubadours who wander through Spain, 
ſinging the exploits. of heroes, and the 
pains of faithful loyers. Alone, without 
the entrenchments, he. defires to enters. 
tain you.“ | | 

At theſe words the amorous Gonzal va, 
who thought that all the univerſe muſt 
ſpeak to him of Zulima, haſtily aroſe, 
demanded. of his friend not to accom- 
pany him, and followed the ſoldier to 
the Buca, l 


He had hardly che che” elnaqurs, 
when: he ſaw at a diſtance the Trouba- 
dour, covered with a large mantle, on 
the ſide of the trench, chanting theſe - 
impreſſive. words to the ſurrounding cen- 
tinels. 


Soldier, 


124 


* 


* * 


| *ICTFES 3 
Soldier, reſting on thy ſpear, . 


Bring him, ſoldier, here to m me. 


J have need of his relief, 
To aſſuage my mighty grief. 
1," Fain thy hero I would ſee, 
e . ſkier, here to me. 
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Who, in watch, the time doſt wear; 3 
Fain thy hero would I ſee, 
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To ſing, from place to place === 54. 


For a moment; till tis day, 


Within thy ramparts let me * 
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Soars above humanity, 


; . ; Nought like them my heart can, move, 
The charms of beauty, glory, love, © <\ LF 
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They whe ardli my | ſilver 9 

May to endleſs fame aſpire. 

To the brave, the ſweeteſt tie, 
a Binds me a foft _— 
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At the ne of a voice, which 1 
zalva well remembered, at the myſteri- 
ous appearance of this ſtranger, the im- 
patient hero cauſed the gate to be opened, 
and ran eagerly to the Troubadour. He 
viewed and examined him by the light 
of the moon; he recogniſed, beneath 
her diſguiſe, che faithful Aminia, one of 
the ſlaves of Zulima. He uttered a cry 
of joy, and impatiently. demanded where 
was the objec A Weeds 5 

She is . chat grove, nixepiies the 
lave, pointing to one at the foot of the 
ramparts. © It is to ſee you, and ſpeax 
with you, that ſhe has left Grenada, 


Thus diſguiſed by her order, and that! 


might penetrate your walls, I came to 
Oil et , hui 
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ſeek you nnn and conduct: you to 
ger!“ 7 IB ; 


The hero inſtantly went forwards, 
leaving far behind the ſlave that was to 
be his guide. He ran, arrived at the 
_ grove, ſaw the princeſs, and fell at her 
feet. He withed to ſpeak, but tears of 
joy continually prevented him. He 


preſſed the hands of his miſtreſs, and 
covered them with kiſſes. But Zulima 


mildly reſtrained him, and recovering her 


voice, which her emotion had mute w 


falte.— | a DSS >. 


« What do I hear?“ ſhe cried;' © what 
fearful report has compelled me to leave 
Grenada alone, to come and ſeek you, in 


the night, in the midſt of a gloomy 


wood, at once, on your account, to be- 
tray my duty to my father, my country, 
myſelf? Is it true, that to- morrow you 
5 | muſt 


vi 
th 
ga 


A. 


SONZ ALVA or CORDOVA, x37 


muſt either periſh, or deſtroy my bro- 
ther? Is it true, that with the ſword 1 
gave you, you are to pierce the boſom of 
Almaneae! es | 


« Zwflima,” returned Gonzalva, © do 
not overwhelm one ſufficiently unfortu- 


nate. Almanzar challenged me; my 


ſovereigns, in my name, accepted it; 
they, and all the army, have placed their 
cauſe in my hands. Could I refuſe their 
wiſhes?- Ought I to have avowed the ties 
which bind us? or ſuffer my valour to 
be ſuſpected? No, you could not deſire 
this from me; you yourſelf would have 


prevented my debaſing myſelf in fe eyes 


of my country, and my meriting its con- 
tempt; but let your heart be ſatisfied. 


To- morrow, my . lance. and my ſword 


ſhall be uſed only in my own defence: 
To-morrow, L will die rather than take 
the life of Almanzar ; ; and I ſhall die, 

„ too, 


a CON CON 


© 399, happy x, ſhall die for alt that ) love, 
for honour, e eee ro 02 yino 

ANGLO I! 1381 3 vo! 1 ate 9112 
+ Has me,” replied the princeſs, 'f.T 
am but a poor weak woman, little verſed 
in thoſe barbarous laws, which make 
heroes deſtroy each other. Perhaps I 
may be allowed to remind yu of your 
oaths, and to aſk. you if honour, honour 
dear to ingenuous boſoms, not always, 
perhaps, the honour of warrior does hot 
forbid. you pointing your { word againſt 
the brother of her you love? dpes not 
forbid vaur violating your moſt ſolemn 
proteſtations, and cauſing my virtuous 
father to die with tears of deſpair? But 
I. adore you, Gonzalva; and all which 
involves your glory ought to be reſpect- 
able in my ſight. Fear not that I am 
come here to give you advice unworthy 
of your courage, to abuſe my influence 
over you, by deſiring you. to be baſe: 
| | No, 
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No, Gonzalva, fear not this. I come 


only to vow to ybu that it is you alone 
whom J love; that to my laſt expiring 
ſigh I thall love you only: I come, cer- 


tain of n to render A oye alt 


—— 

* - Heaven * interrupted the” hero, 
of yy would you then Do but 
hear me, that you may know my miſery; 
that you may yourſelf determine whether 
can endure to live. I owe you an ac 
count of my motives, for my life is due 
to you alone. Hear what has 'paſſed, | 
and learn; that it is from the fummit f 
felicity Jam plunged to the abyſs of miſe 
fortune. 1 have told every thing to my 
father, and have impreſſed his ſenſiblé. 
heart. Sceretly informed that the im, 
pious Alamar ſtill dared* to threaten me; 
we had reſolved: to leave Grenada; and 
to fly far from Boabdil. A veſſel; which 

Cc already 
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already has our treaſures on board, waits 
to carry us to Sicily. There thou mighteſt 
have come to us, as ſoon as peace had 
allowed you to leave your ſovereigns. 
There, in peace, amongſt Chriſtians, Pro- 
feſſing thy holy faith, which long alſo 
has been my own, I would have given 
. thee my hand at the altar: to this the 
beſt of parents had conſented. There, 
tranquil and unknown, forgotten by the 
reſt of the world, ſolely employed to de- 
light each other, and to render my vene- 
rable father happy, continually enjoying 
thoſe pure pleaſures which two ingenu- 
ous minds taſte when united, we might 


have ſeen thoſe days glide away, which 


heaven allows to mortals, of tenderneſs 

and of happineſs. At this moment, 
when I was intoxicated with this delight- 
ſul hope, 1 was told, that to-morrow you 
muſt kill my brother, or be deſtroyed 
yourſelf. For do not, Gonzalva, deceive 


you rl elf; 


Yo 
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yourſelf, ; do not imagine that with Al- 
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has ſworn to die, 
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y avoid death without 
inflicting it on him. My brother, vali 
ant as thyſelf, and equally exerciſed” - 
your horrid art, 


deſtroy thee. | My brother regards 15 


oaths. | 


His cauſe is better than thine; - 


he would deliver his country; thou 


ſeekeſt to enſlave i,” 


He combats for | 


his wife; thou to loſe thy miſtrefs; to 


render for ever impoſſible that tender 
union already impeded by many obſta- 


cles, but the confolatory dream of which. 
was, nevertheleſs, neceſfary to my exiſt- 
If fortune is equal, and heaven 


ence, 
juſt, you ought to fall; and doſt thou 
think. that I could ſurvive? If you tri- 


umph, I hate you, and death would be 


much eaſier to me. 


tunate friend; adieu, for I may ſtill give | 
you the appellation of friend, ſpeak to 
you, look at you, preſs that hand I. .hoped: 


| Adieu, then, unfor- . 


5 
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to unite to my own, that hand which 4 in 
an hour——Adiey, e! Adieu 
| 6 overs" Ow 0 | Ty 
An ee E abeſs 8 a . 
ſeized, her. She quitted, reluctantly, 
the hand of Gonzalva; repeated her adieu 


with a faltering accent; was about to 


leave him, but fell, at a few paces from 
him, en of all ſenſation ! 


The I flew and raiſed her. The 


flaye ran to aid him ; but nothing recalled 
her. ſenſes: and the firſt rays of the 
morning began to gild the horizon. 


Gonzalva no more maſter of himſelf, 
overpowered by love and ſorrow, ſaw 
the day approach and would not leave 
the princeſs. He ſaw her pale and life- 
leſs, her head hanging down, her hair 
diſhevelled. He held her. in his arms, 

£7 ; = 
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and beheld, on his trembling” hands, the 
tears Which yet dropped from the face of 


Zulima. The hero became wild and loſt; 
he thought no- more of the promiſed 


combat; he thought only of his love; he 
ſaw nothing but her in the univerſe. - 
Time paſſed away; the hour approached 
—he forgot. Suddenly his eyes glanced 
upon his ſword; the ſword of the Cid 
which his king had given him. The 
ſight of this rendered him motionleſs. 
The name, the great name of which it 
reminded him, the object for which it 
was intended, the blood of the father of 
Chimene, which Rodriguez, in ſpite of his 
paſſion, ſhed, all in a moment preſented: 
to Gonzalva thoſe duties he was about to 
betray. A lively bluſh ſpread over his 
countenance, a cold ſweat fell from him; 
the image of Lara was before him—of 
Lara who expects him, who is reſponſible 
to the army for the glory, the honour of 
ts 6 Lis 
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his friend. The morning was come; and 
probably there was a doubt—Gonzalva: 
could not bear it; he reſigned. to Aminia. 
the. lovely burden which he held, ſeized. 
the hand of Zulima, preſſed it to his 


lips, and precipitately ruſhed away, re- 


commending her to the care of her ſlave; 
collected all his powers, and finally left 
his miſtreſs. Fearing to look back he 
haſtened to the city. 122 


He had not yet left the wood when he. 
heard cries, and ſhouts, and beheld a troop 
ſcattered through the wood, uttering ex- 
clamations of grief. They were the 
melancholy Bereberes who had left Car- 
thama on account of Zora. Anxious 
about her fate, they had ſearched for her 
all the preceding day, and were informed 


that ſhe had periſhed beneath the walls 


of the Chriſtian city. Penetrated with 
grief, and burning for reyenge, no ſooner 


Had 
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had they ſeen Gonzalva, than, thirſting 
for Spaniſn blood, ML ry ; 
him. The hero drew his ſword, :. 
placing himſelf behind ſome trees which 
alone could ſave him from ſo many aſſail- 
ants, he engaged on foot, and without 
cuiraſs, in the moſt eee. of combats. 
Many Bereberes fell beneath his blows z 
but forced to fly from tree to tree, the 
hero ſaw with deſpair that ſome new 
enemy conſtantly ſucceeded to him he 
had vanquiſned. The ſun now appeared 

and was viſible in the heavens. Gonzalva 
redoubles his efforts and tried to ſeize 
one of the horſes; but they eluded his 
pains, and acknowledged no maſters but 
their own. He would have eſcaped 
acroſs their lances, but the Bereberes, ſwift 
as lightning, on all ſides ſurrounded him. 


„ 


In this interval the brave Almanzar 


with the firſt beams of day, had called 


for his arms. Still feeble from his 
wound, 
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wound, but confirmed by his virtue, and his 
love for his country, he believed he poſ- 
ſeſſed his- full powers, and never felt 
ſyperior ardour. He put on his ſhining 
cuiraſs; over Which was a coat of mail 
impenetrable to the ſharpeſt ſteel. 
On his head he wore a turban, in 
which were treble plates of ſteel- A 
veſt of purple deſcended to his girdle, 
whence, from a golden ring, hung a ſcy- 
mitar of the true temper of Damaſens. 
He ſeized his lance and his buckler, and 
about to leave his tent, thus en to 
the Eternal. e e e e or 


God of e and juſtice,” £ faid an 8 
raiſing his voice, “thou who knoweſt 
human hearts, thou knoweſt the hopes 
which animate me: Thou knoweſt it is 
for thy holy law, for thy worſhip which 
theſe want to deſtroy, for my country, 
which theſe would enſlave; that I this 
day dare to engage the moſt formidable 

3 = of 
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of warriors. Make my ſtrengtit equal to 


my courage; make thy ſoldier worthy of 


thy cauſe, anch aid me with thy powerful 
arm. If my hout is at hand, and my 
deſtinies are finiſhed, God of goodneſs 
have pity on my wife; watch over her 
from thy lofty throne, and let her not 
expire with anguiſh; Oh, Alla! I dread 
not ta mne men ſurvive me.“ 
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After: theſe- nt 3 with 
ſome tears, the hero roſe with a noble air, 
and with eager ſtep approached his foam 


ing ſteed; which four ſlaves brought forths: 


He dartedupon him, ſnatched his-buckler,, 


and advanced with compoſed ſtep _— 


wn the ne of nnn ws 


The army' af he [Me under the: 
conduct of Boabdil, Muly-Haſſem and 
Alamar, followed him immediately. Their 


ſquadrons covered the plain. The vene- 


rable. 
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rable Muly-Haſſem in arms, mounted on a 


young courſer, embraced his valiant ſon. 


He could not ſpeak to him, but their 


hearts underſtood each other. The old 


man forced himſelf away to give vent to 
his tears; and the bold Almanzar, in the 
midſt of the liſts, waited with a calm 
wy the ei he had defied. -- 


The apanicads at the ame t time: e iſſued 
” troops from their gates. Ferdinand 
at their head arranged his battalions, 
He formed a front equal to that of the 


Moors, placing his cavalry on the two 


wings, under the command of Aguilar 
and Medina, confiding the center to 
Nugnes, himſelf leading the knights of 
Calatrava, was oppoſed to king Boabdil, 
. Habella from the ramparts. animated her 
warriors by her prefence; they waited 
only for Gonzalva to give the laſt ſignah 


5 The 
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The anxibus Lara, who ſought but did not 
dare to enquire for him; Lara, running 
along the ramparts, ſaw the two armies 
drawn up. He ſaw, in the midſt of 
them, Almanzar alone in filence, look- 
ing for and expecting his tardy opponent: 
Soon he Heard Gonzalva called, and no one 
anſwered to the name. The Moors ex- 
claimed exultingly. The Spaniards mur- 
mured with aſtoniſnment. The ſove- 
reigns, chiefs and ſoldiers, complained 
aloud" ſoon rwe ee alike accuſed 
an ur 0 10 SN 0% 

| Lig! Wande een a — 
to reproach his friend. Lara would hear 
no more; he flew to the ſpot where the 
hero had left his arms; he haſtily put 


them on; he took the famous buckler 


known by the immortal Phenix; he 
mounted the ſteed of Gonzalva, dropped 
his. 
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his vizier, and at full ſpeed Preſented 
himſelf to Ine, ohni bla 


ha two 5 a ruſhing from the q 
north and from the ſouth, cut the air * 
with rapid wing and dart upon each other; 
ſo the two heroes met in the midſt of the 
ſpace, and the ſhock overthrew their 
courſers. - Inſtantly, with ſword in hand, 

they, approach and ſtrike each other. 
Their ſwords are hacked, and fire ſpatkles: 
from: their arms. The Moor, larger and 
more active, gave the moſt terrible 
| blows; the Spaniard, ſtronger and better 
armed, protected himſelf and wWas cautious 
of his powers. Both, without giving 
way an inch, menace, attack; ſtrike; and 
are ſtruck, in a moment. Always pre- 
pared, with their ſhiekds they elude and 
foreſee every blow; but neither apptar 
to gain the ſmalleſt ſuperiority. No 
blood. 
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blood as — aac 3. Mikehg ae 
uncertain; n alone could decide it. 
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* Jengah . een „ae 
who is ready to die provided that he tri- 


umphs, firſt threw away his ſhield; re- 


ceded three paces, ſeized his formidable 
ſcymitar with both his hands, andrecoit- 
ing like thunder, ſtruck his aſtoniſhed 
adverſary. The ſword divided the ar- 
mour of Lara, it pierced his cuiraſs; 
and the point reaching his breaſt, made a 
large wound; from which the blood iſſued 
Lara fell with his knee on the ground: 
the Moor, full) of hope, proceeded to 
repeata his blow; but the Spaniard, at the 
very; moment when his arm was elevated, 
aimed tog ſure a wound at His groin, and, 

ried his nen en it 5 


| 1 
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Almanzar, 


143 GONZALVA or CORDOVA, 


Almanzar, though wounded; wounded 


alſo in his turn. Lara again ſtruck, fell 
panting on the ſand. The prince of 


Grenada conqueror, remained ſo a few 
moments: ſoon he ſtaggered, he fell and 
meaſured his length on the ground, by 
the fide of Lara, bathed in blood. Both 
attempted to rife again; both, with 
trembling hands, ſought to recover the 
ſwords which had fallen from their graſp, 
when a Chriftian warrior appeared on 
the place, uttering Ioud exclamations of 
anguiſh. He advanced, he flew, he ſpur- 
red the fides of his foaming courſer; he 
invoked the names of honour, win 
| yy "_ of un Nie 
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T be Caſtillians;” _ his arms, thought 
they recognized the valiant Lara. The 


Moors imagined him a traitor, about to 
ſacrifice Almanzar. They advanced to- 


wards him. The Spaniards preſſed near 
him. 
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him. The two armies approached and 
attacked each other with fury. They 
join, their arms claſh, the blood, flows, 


the warriors fall, and the plain is ſtrew⸗ 


ed 1 the dead. 


Joy was Da himſelf * at (Pr 
got away from the Bereberes, could find no 
other arms but thoſe of his friend. Gon- 
zalva flewito Lara, leaped. on the ground, 
raiſed, him in his arms, felt his heart yet 
beat, and confided him to the Caſtillians | 


to be carried to the city. Thence runn ng 


to Almanzar, whom the Alabez ſurronnd- 
ed in vain, he uttered, the moſt grievous 
cries at ſeeing him deprived of lite, He 
checked the troops of Arragon about to 
pour upon the Moors; he himſelf de- 
fended „againſt his own. f riends, the body 
of the hero, whoſe fate he mourned; pro- 
tected and: ſecured. the retreat of the 
Alabez, Who bore him on their Mield; 


and 
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and as ſoon as he ſaw them at a diſtance 
he drew the ſword of the Cid, and ruſh- 
ing into the croud, diſtracted by his 
deſpair, his love and his anger, he 
ſought danger with an eager eye; he 


attacked, defeated, overthrew whole bat- 


talions, deluged the earth with blood, 
fought for death, which at once he im- 
plored and braved. 


Ferdinand, Cortez, Aguilar ſurpaſſed 


each other on this day; but their exploits | 


were nothing compared with thofe of 
Gonzalva. Quicker, and more formi- 
dable than the lightning, he overran the 
enemy's army. He deſtroyed all that 
attempted to oppoſe him, and raiſed ſuch 
Heaps of carcaſes, that his rapid ſtecd 
was impeded in his progreſs. : 


In the midft of this horrid carnage, 
this tumult, thefe cries, the hero diſ- 
' cerned 
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cerned Muly attacked by four Spaniards, 
defending his life with a feeble arm, and 
uttering, with groans, the name of the 
ſon he had loſt. This miſerable ſight 
increaſed the ſufferings of Gonzalva; he 


darted forwards, checked and diſperſed 
the ſoldiers. He gave his courſer to the 


old man, ſtood by his ſide, conducted 
him through the rout, ſhewed him the 
path to Grenada, and cleared him the 


"Oy 


Whilſt ad with this care, Ala- 
mar, the terrible Alamar who had flain 
Velaſco, Zuniga, Maneſe and Giron; 


Alamar, covered with blood, appeared 


before Gonzalva. Both pauſed before 
they attacked each other : they had never 


met, but knew each other by their com- 


mon hatred. Gonzalva was on foot, and 
the ferocious African directed his horſe 
againſt him. The n avoided him, 
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and, by a fide blow, ham-ſtringed the 


| horſe. Alamar fell, Gonzalva ſtruck 


him. The ſerpent's ſkin reſiſted his 
blows. The hero aſtoniſhed ſeized 
Alamar, ſtruggled with him, and rolled 


with him on the plain, and prefling the 
weight of his body upon him, was about 


to ſtrangle him, when the Zegris and 


Africans came up from all ſides, and 


uniting againſt Gonzalva, he was com- 
pelled to quit his victim and alone reſiſt 


their band. Reſting againſt a pile of 


dead bodies, covered with his hacked 
buckler, treading on four Africans whom 
he had made to bite the duſt, with his 


head erect, his thundering ſword held 


forth, he ſcorned, he threatened them, 
and gave time to Ferdinand and his 
knights to come up. The Moors in- 


ſtantly fled. Alamar was dragged away 


by their ſquadrons. They hurried pre- 
cipitately along; they paſſed through 
their 


a2 _Þ) 0 K 28Þ_s 
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their camp which they no longer hoped 
to defend, and leaving to the enemy their 
tents, their riches and proviſions, they 
took refuge within their walls. 


END OF THE EIGHTH BOOK, 
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ARGUMENT 
TO THE 


NINTH BOOK. 


Deſpair of Gonzalva—Truce granted at his defire— 
Sorrow of the people of Grenada, of Muly- Haſſem, 
and of Zulima—T he dreadful condition of Mora- 
ima Death of that princeſs — Funeral of Alman- 


| Zar and his wife—Gonzalva departs in queſt of 
Zulima— He is taken, and put in irons—The 


cruelties and torments which Boabdil prepares for 
bim Zulima enters his dungeon, and carries him 
poiſen— He juſtifies himſelf—Alamar comes to 
ſeize, and lead him to death — The Spaniards give 
the aſſault.—Alamar flies, and ſaves Grenada 
Exploits of Alamar—UnexpeRted ſuccour received 
by the Moors — Defeat of the Spaniards. 


rive 


ved 
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BOOK THE NINTH. 


THE virtuous man who is abuſed; 
and the innocent ſtranger who is op- 


preſſed, will find, in the bottom of their 
hearts, conſolations for their grief, and 
ſtrength to endure adverſity. They ap- 
peal to their conſcience; and this ſu- 
preme and infallible judge, whoſe ſeve- 


rity grants no pardon, whoſe very mur- 


mur is a chaſtiſement, frees them from 
remorſe, the only puniſhment which their 
boſoms dread, But the true lover! in 
the very moment of victory, ſucceſs, and 
triumph, becomes a ſource of dread to 
him if he muſt fear the reproaches .of 


her he loves. What ſignify to him praiſes 


and acclamations even from the whole 
world ? Ir is the ſuffrage of his miſtreſs, 
UH 3 and 
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and her eſteem, which he requires. 
Without this, he is not certain that he 
_— merits his own good opinion. His ſoul, 
no longer its own maſter, ſees, judges not, 
but by other eyes; and his virtue, free 
and independant in the preſence of the 


untverſe, trembles, and refuſes to believe 


itſelf innocent, if ſuſpected by the w_ 
he adores. | 


Gonzalva, covered with glory, did but 


tos much experience this fearful torment. 
Almanzar was dead, and his ſiſter believes 
that Gonzal va ſlew him. Lara, perhaps, 
may die, and Gonzalva occaſions his 
death. Theſe diſtracting ideas entirely 
occupied him during the battle, and made 
him court with fo much ardour, dange 
and death. Indignant againft himſelf, 


and exaſperated againſt fortune, as [20k ; 


as he faw no more enemies to vanquiſh, 
he left his fellow — and without 


fa 


Ve 
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faying any thing to Ferdinand, or diſco- 
vering himſelf to the army, he ran to 
Lara. 1 


Habella was with him-—his wounds 
were not mortal Gonzalva uttered cries 
of joy, He made theſe grateful tidings 
be a thouſand times repeated. He preſſed 
his friend in his arms, and bathed him 
with his tears, mixing, with the moſt 
tender careſſes, the moſt ſerious re- 
proaches. On his knees, before his bed, 
he called him his tutelary god, and de- 


clared, that to him he owed his honour. 


After this avowal, the hero retired 
with Iſabella, and informed her of his 
violent paſſion, his oath, and all his ſe- 
crets. He informed the auguſt queen 


how much the claims of gratitude for 


ever attached Gonzalva to the daughter 
of Muly-Haſſem; and how, by viſi ing 
1 4 her 


152 GONZALVA or CORDOVA, 


her the preceding night, his return had 


been delayed by the attack of the Bere- 


beres. He ſaid little of his exploits 


againſt his numerous foes, but he exag- 
gerated his fault to re the glory of 
his friend. 


Iſabella heard, admired, and wept over 
his misfortunes. She conſoled him, and 


promiſed to uſe her efforts to juſtify him 


to his miſtrefs, and to extinguiſh the un- 
juſt hatred which Muly-Haſſem could 
not but feel. From this moment Zulima 


became dear to this amiable queen; ſhe 
ſaved the life of Gonzalva ; ſhe adored 


the God of the Chriſtians. Iſabella 
called her by the name of daughter, and 
was anxious to unite her to the hero. 


In this interval the king of Arragon, 
after giving up the Mooriſh camp to 
ga brought _ his troops to the 

city. 
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city. Envoys from Boabdil did not de- 
lay to appear there; they came to im- 
plore peace, and to pay tribute. The 
ſovereigns refuſed this peace, but Gon- 
zalva interceded with Iſabella; the queen, 
to gratify him, granted a truce of a few 
days. | 


Alas! the loſs-of Almanzar ſufficiently 
aſſured the ruin of the Moors: that miſ- 
fortune alone rendered them inſenſible to 
every other. Men, women, old men and 
children, their heads covered with aſhes, .. 
tore in pieces their ſtained garments, 
crouded the public ſquares, beating the 
air, lamenting, embracing, and mixing 
their tears. The ſoldiers, trembling, fled 
before the citizens, who reproached them 
for ſuffering their general to periſh, Some 
wiſhed to leave Grenada as. no longer to 
be defended ; others accuſe heaven, in- 


ſult their falſe prophet; adding blaſphemy 


* 8 | to. 
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to their complaints. All menace Boab- 
dil with the end of his impious reign, 
and confider the death of Almanzar as 
the puniſhment of his faults. 


Zulima, who had yet more to lament; 
Zulima, who doubted not but that her 


lover had ſlain her brother, wiſhed to 


deſtroy herſelf; but her duties to Muly- 
Haſſem compelled her to live. She could 
not, without being criminal, abandon the 
old man, of whom ſhe was the laſt ſup- 
port. Shut up with him in the Albay- 
zin, ſhe heard her father demanding, a 
thouſand times of heaven, the ſon who 
was the object of his tendernefs ; the ſon, 
who alone could conſole him for the 
calamities he was obliged to endure. He 
had loſt his Leonora; he had been robbed. 
of his crown; he had ſeen his friends 


periſh ; Almanzar at leaſt was left him. 


He called on his dave Almanzar; he 
could 
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could not believe that he was torn from 
him. In his diſtraction he fancied that 
he ſaw, heard, and ſtill embraced him. 
When he recovered from his error, he 
puſhed his afflicted daughter from him, 
tore his hair, called for. his arms, anc 
wiſhed: to tear the heart of the barbarous 
Gonzalva, whoſe. hand had flain his ſon. 
The name of Gonzalva occaſioned in him 


aà horror which his ſenſes could not en- 


dure; he fell lifeleſs into the arms of his 
almoſt expiring daughter, who herſelf 


_ wanted ſtrength to reſiſt ſuch a weight of 


miſery. 


But ho can deferibe the dreadful blow: 
with which Moraima was overwhelmed ?' 
Who can tell what ſhe felt in beholding 
her great. miſeries? Alas] all the night 
which preceded the fatal combat, proſ- 
trate at the foot of the altar, Moraima 
mplores the — She called on him 
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To watch over the hero who defended his: 
law ; who; by the ſublimeſt virtues, ho- 
noured his holy religion. She conjured: 
the Eternal to preſerve the worthieſt of 
his works; to leave yet on earth one ex- 
ample of henour and of juſtice. Vain. 
prayer | Moraima left the moſque; ſhe 


ſlowly defcended. its ſteps, when ſhe ſaw 


Hufband covered with blood, carried by 


the Alabez. The effect of lightning is. 


not more ſwift. Without uttering a cry, 
or ſtirring from her place, ſhe fell with. 
her head againſt the marble. The blood 
flowed;. and ſhe dropped lifeleſs at the 
feet of the Alabez. 


They ran and raiſed her up, but they 
could: not bring her to herſelf. Together. 
with Almanzar they bore her, pale, 
ſtalned, and * with blood. Their. 


liv id 


— Great God! is it thus thou 
makeſt trial of virtue? She ſaw her 


W 
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Iivid countenances touched each other; 


their hair together ſwept the duſt; their 


blood mixing, polluted each other's veſts 
and one would have thought. that the 
ſame wound had cauſed both to periſh.. 


At length, after an interval of many 
hours, Moraima opened her. eyes, but ſho 
did not weep.. Surrounded by her ſlaves, 
her women, and her friends, who uttered 
the moſt. ſorrowful cries, ſhe received 
their attentians. with ſolemn ſilence, and, 
with indifference, ſuffered them to preſs: 
her in their arms, and- made. no other. an- 
ſwer than imperfect ſigns to the tender 
things. they addreſſed to her, ſeemingly 
determined to ſubmit-to her deſtiny, and,. 
with a calm tone, demanded to ſee: her 


huſband. It was in vain they importuned 


her to forego this ſad wiſh, not to in- 
creaſe the force of that evil from which 
ſhe. alrcady. too. much. ſuffered. Sho 

mildly 
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mildly perſiſted, and at length com- 


manded it. She then proceeded, with a 
firm ſtep, to the place, where, on a bed 
of purple, the body of the hero was 
laid. 


Moraima advanced to him: ſne regarded 
him a long time with a fixed countenance, 
without uttering a word, or ſuffering a 
ſigh to eſcape. Her ſlaves, alarmed by 
her awful filence, eagerly removed every 
inſtrument by which ſhe might deſtroy 


herſelf. Moraima perceived this, and 
looked at them with a ſmile of ſeverity. 


She approached her Lord, took his hand, 
which ſhe kiſſed, and drew from it a 
fapphire, which Almanzar always wore. 
Miſtreſs of this ring, ſhe contemplated 
the hero with a ſerener aſpect, bowed 


herſelf twice before him, preſſed his pale 


lips with her's, then retiring with a ſo- 
lemn ſtep, ſhe * pauſed to Took. 
back, 
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back, bade him, with an inchnation of 
her head, a laſt adieu, apparently aſſuring 
him, that this adieu ſnould not be long, 
and then returned to her apartment. 5 


She ſhut herſelf up alone, and ſo con- 
tinued many hours. Her diſquieted ſlaves 
did not at firſt dare to enter. At length 
they break open the doors, and found 
Moraima cold, a prey to the horrors of 
death. All aid was vain; the ring of 
Almanzar had furniſhed her with poiſon, 
which that hero always carried from fear 


of Boabdil. 


This new misfortune. eould not aug- 
ment the ſorrows of Grenada. The king, 


the people in conſternation, availed them 


ſelves of the truce which was granted to; 
attend the obſequies of this honoured: 
pair. The fame tomb received them, in 
a. grove, at ſome diſtance from the town, 

| where 
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where were interred the aſhes-of princes; 
warriors, and citizens, The. infantry led 
the proceſſion. The ſoldiers; filently 
drawn up, their viſages bathed with tears; 
carried their arms reverſed, and marched 
with a ſolemn: and equal ſtep, to the 
mournful ſound of tamboreens, covered 
with crape. The cavalry followed, 
dragging their: banners on: the ground, 
'Slaves led the horſes of Almanzar, co- 
vered with. black. houſings, and carrying 
the turban, the ſpear, and the ſcymetar 
of the hero. Theſe ſteeds, ſo ſpirited 
when they bore. their maſter: to: battle, 
ſeemed to know their misfortune ; they 
bent their heads to the ground, lifted 
reluctantly their tardy feet, and ſwept 
the duſt with their long, and flowing 

manes. | 


After them a hundred you ths, crowned 
with cypreſs and white roſes, carried 
vaſes 
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vaſes filled with aromatics: a hundred 
virgins followed theſe, inceſſantly ſcat- 
tering flowers over Almanzar and Mo- 
raima, who in the ſame-coffin were borne 
by the chiefs of the tribe of the Alabez. 
The Imans went next, imploring, in a 
ſolemn tone, the angels of death to con- 
duct their pure ſouls to the happy man- 
ſion of the martyrs. All theſe preceded 
king Boabdil, attended by his court, by 
Alamar, and the Zegris, who at leaſt 
appeared to weep. The venerable Muly, 
the unfortunate Zulima, had not the for- 
titude to' accompany them ; they alone 
remained in the city. The people, in 


dreſſes of mourning, kept a melancholy 


filence, and, with ſlow ſteps, followed 
the remains of their laſt protector. 


Arrived in the ſolitary grove, by them 


named the Grove of Tears, the bodies, 


were placed in the tomb. The Imans. 
_ ᷑ro- 
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pronounced the prayers. Soon the vir- 
gins, in a plaintive voice, began the 
funeral hymn; all of them, with eyes 
fixed on the ground, and their hands 
croſſed over their breaſts, ſung the fol. 
lowing melancholy ſtrains : 
1 

Tribe of Iſmael, mourn and weep, 

Here reclin'd, in endleſs ſleep, 

The nobleſt of your brethren lies, 15 

Whoſe virtues ſooth'd for us the ſkie © 

Like our fathers, he was brave, 

Ab, why like them thus meet the grave | 17 


Here the tribe of Iſmael weeps, 
Here the great Almanzar ſleeps, | 


II. 


See the cedar, tall and fair, 

Spreads its branches high in air; 
It falls, it harrows up the ground, 
Foreſts echo to the ſound; 
In vain the ruſtics now iplöse 
The ſhade which ſhelter'd them before; 
Here the tribe of Iſmael weeps, 


Here the great Almanzar ſleeps. 
Day 


ir- 
the 
yes 
hds 
ol. 


Day 
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Day of 3 and deſpair, os 
On which expir'd this youthful pair, 
We place the pale green turf ibove; 
Truth, and bfavery, and love, 
Memory of which, i in all our grief, 
Will bring ove ſouls a ſoft relief; 
Here the tribe of Iſmael weeps, 
Here the b Almanzar and 
During this nidarnfil hymn, the Imans 
finiſhed; the fad rites. The earth received 


the remains of” Almanzar and Moraima. 
A fimple ſtone was placed ovet then; 
upon this their names were engraved; 
and then it became more ſacred than 
ever were the F a 23 


* 
x 
. 
f 4 


Alas, this tively oviet, theſe ] bitter re- 
grets, which inceffantly overwhelmed the 
Moors, depreſſed the ſoul of Gonzatva ; 
he would have purchaſed with his own 
life, that of the hero who was no more, 

The 
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The idea that Zulima ſuppoſed him 


guilty, the fear leſt ſhe ſhould fink un- 
der her afflictions, that ſhe ſhould hate 


him, who breathed only for her, all the 
torments of deſpair, which were aggra- 
vated by uncertainty, at once attacked 
him. He reproached all nature; he 
formed the maddeſt projects. Sometimes 
he would go to Grenada, and' voluntarily 
offer his life to the enemy ; fometimes 
he would leave the ſiege, and exile him. 
ſelf in the deſarts. A prey to the deli- 
rium of an imagination, which a. til 


more lively paſhon ſerved but to increaſe; 


he was reſtleſs, unhappy; he ſighed, and 
every moment changed his purpaſe. To 
render yet greater his miſery, he dared 
not confide his ſufferings to his friend, 


who was almoſt expiring ;. to his friend, 


whoſe valour was the innocent cauſe of 


all be felt, He could not, however, hide 


from him the violent chagrin which op- 


preſſed 
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him preſſed him, but he aſſigned for it ano- 
ther motive. He delicately deceived his 


mite friend, and diſſembled the acuteneſs of 
the his emotions. 


od But his ſufferings exceeded his ſtrength: 
he ! he could no longer endure them. Death, 
puniſhment, diſgrace, were leſs formida- 
ble to him than the hatred of Zulima 
to avoid' this he will brave every thing. 
The truce gave him the hopes of being 
able to enter. Grenada: his love, even 
without this, would have prompted him 
to attempt it. He took the dreſs and 
the white wand which diſtinguiſhes the 
heralds of armies. He could have nei- 
ther cuiraſs nor ſword. Of what value 
was life if he could not juſtify himſelf? 
He told no one of his defign ; he got rid 
of the faithful Pedro, and alone, at break 
of day, he proceeded to the gates of Gre- 
nada. 


10 
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The guards, deluded by his appear- 
ance, ſuffered him to paſs. Gonzalva 
advanced to the Albayzin. He aſked for 
Zulima; ſaid that he was ſent by Iſabella, 
and demanded a private interview with 


the daughter of Muly. 


He was examined and queſtioned, and 
for a long time delayed. His conſtancy, 
his mild air, his freedom and franknels, 
at length prevailed. Two ſlaves intro- 
duced him into an antique gallery, where 
the princeſs, as inſtructed by them, was 
to give audience to an envoy from Ifa- 3 
bella. Covered with a long black veil lf 
and ſupported by the young Aminia, ſhe 
advanced with a faltering ſtep. The 
moment the hero ſaw her, he ſprung 
forwards, and fell at her feet. 


« Thou,” ſaid he, with many tears 
oc © whoſe countenance I do not dare to 
look 


dar- 
alva 
| for 
ella, 
with 
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look upon-at thy voice and thy ak 
pet ——” Lulima, trembling, ſpeech- 
i-s, turned round, and was about to fly. 
« Hear me, cried Gonzalva, © or I 
kill myſelf. I implore, I demand it on 
my knees ; death, by my own hands, is 
far leſs dreadful than your hatred and diſ- 
dain. My hands are pure, Zulima ; con- 
deſcend” to look upon me. Vouchſafe 
to regard a wretch who has never vio- 
lated his oaths. Learn — .“ A fear- 
ful tumult prevented his proceeding any - 
further. Boabdil was at hand, followed 


by the Zegris. A hundred ſoldiers, with 


chains in their hands, ruſhed upon Gon- 
zalva, and loaded him with chains. Gon- 
zalva, ſurpriſed and diſtreſſed, did not 
offer to reſiſt; in the preſence of Zulima 
his fortitude deſerted him. This princeſs 
uttered the moſt piercing cries : rouſed 
by them, Muly-Haſſem appeared; he 
found his daughter in the midſt of armed 
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men; he ſaw and knew Gonzalva in 


chains; the old man was motionleſs, 


when Boabdil thus addreſſed him. 


* You ſee in my power the enemy 
whoſe ſword pierced the boſom of Al- 
manzar, who fills Grenada with ſorrow, 
and wants to enſlave it. Muly, this is 
he before you. This is the haughty Gon- 
zalva, the fierce Caſtillian, who conſiders 
us all as his prey. The moſt criminal 
deſigns, doubtleſs, have cauſed him to 
enter our walls. The traitor thought to 
deceive us, but two faithful Zegris, for- 
merly. captives to the barbarian, knew 
him in his diſguiſe. My victim cannot 
eſcape me. Muly, ſee in chains the con- 
queror of the Abencerrages, the cruel 
murderer of thy fon; but ſupport the 
horror of the fight by indulging thoughts 
of revenge. To-morrow, this peſt of 
Muſſulmen ſhall expire in torment ; to- 
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morrow, the blood of this barbarian ſhall 
flow on the tomb of the great Almanzar ; 


and, before his death, I would expoſe, to 
the ſcorn of my people, this vile Chriſ- 


tian, who thinks himſelf ſo great; let 
him exhauſt the rage of the meaneſt of 
my ſubjects.” He ſpoke—Zulima groan- 
cd—Gonzalva, in filence, contemplated 
the tyrant with a firm countenance.— 
Muly thus replied, in a calm tone. 
| | - 

«© Boabdil, we certainly will not ſpare 
the cruel Gonzalva ; he did not ſpare my 
ſon. The barbarian uſed the rights of 


war; do you uſe them in your turn. My 


eternal grief may, perhaps, be ſoothed in 
ſeeing the murderer of Almanzar expire 
on his tomb. I chooſe to be preſent at 
the ſight. But let his death ſuffice ; let 


us ſacrifice our enemy, but not treat him 


with outrage. Letus deſerve the bleſſing 
which heaven has permitted us; but let 
VOL. III. 1 us 
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us not provoke his juſtice, which ſeems O! 
at length to be diſarmed; and let us di 
revere, whilſt we deteſt, the conqueror cl 
of ſo many illuſtrious heroes. tit 
in 

The ſanguinary Boabdil could not hear ſol 
this with patience. The Zegris inflamed Cre 


his fury. He departs with his priſoner ; ha- 
he orders his chains to be doubled, a em 
triple guard ſet over him, the gates of the can 
town to be ſhut; and followed by Muly, 
who endeavoured to ſoften him, he pro- 
ceeded towards the Alhambra. 


The news of this unexpected good 
fortune ſoon ſpread throughout Grenada. 
The ſoldiers, citizens, ſhouted to the 
heavens with tranſport. All hurried 
away to ſee this famous hero, this invin- 
cible warrior, whoſe very name made 
them turn pale. They preſſed upon 
him as he went, and fixed their eager eyes 
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on the captive whom they no longer 
dreaded ; and yet at every ſound of his 
chains they drew back. Thus, when the 


timid huntſmen have at length ſurprized 


in their tails, the mighty lion which de- 
ſolated their plains, they aſſemble in 
crouds round the object from which they 
had ſo often fled: they yield to all the 
emotions of joy and vengeance; but they 


cannot, without a ſecret terror, view him 


whom they ſo long have feared. 


In the palace was a dungeon impene- 
trable to the rays of the ſun. Three 
gates of iron led to it. The rock, from 


which it was hewn, left no other paſſage 
to the air but a long and oblique tube 


ſecured by ten bars of iron. Here it 
was that Gonzalva was thrown whilſt 
they prepared his tortures; there, weighed 


| down with enormous chains confined to 


the fearful rock, he heard the fatal doors 
_ | OY = 
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of iron cloſe upon him; and here he re- 


mained, with only his miſery, uncertainty 


and deſpair. 


His great ſoul was not overwhelmed, 


it rouſed to meet its deſtiny. He fore- 
| ſaw death; he foreſaw its horrors; he 
doubted not but that every torture would 
be exhauſted upon him. His courage 
was equal to it all, certain of dying like 
a hero, ſatisfied that his glory would re- 
ceive no ſtain, he boldly contemplated 
death and torture. But to die without 


ſeeing Zulima, without ſatisfying her of 


his innocence, this idea was alone terrible 


to him; this was the only puniſhment he 


could not brave. 


This unhappy princeſs remained in 
the Albayzin, and with difficulty reco- 
vered her ſenſes. Chilled with horror 
and ſurprize ſhe traced back what ſhe had 

ſeen ; 
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ſeen; ſhe remembered the laſt words, the 
tender proteſtations of Gonzalva ; his 
juſtification which he had began, the 
danger he had braved to ſpeak with her; 


and every thing told, every thing thus 


perſuaded her that he was not guilty. 
Nevertheleſs he was about to periſh; no 
human effort could ſave him. It was not 
enough for the wretched Zulima to have 
loſt her ſupport, her brother, her only 
defender; to be condemned to the tor- 
ment of inceſſantly contending with a 
paſſion which eternally occupied her 
ſoul, and gradually to ſteal from her ſoul 
the dear image which poſſeſſed it. It 
was not enough to have endured the 
outrages of Alamar, and to fear every 
moment to be given up to that bar- 
barian; ſhe muſt alſo be witneſs to the 
torments of her lover, torments mixed 
with infamy ; ſhe muſt ſee her deliverer, 
the greateſt, moſt magnanimous of men, 

I 3 termi- 
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terminate his glorious life in diſgrace 


and anguiſh. 


« O! my brother,” ſhe exclaimed, 


if thou wert now alive thou wouldeſt 
oppoſe the ſtain which is now to diſgrace 


thy country; you would ſave a hero 


whoſe many virtues reſemble your own. 
His death and mine are inevitable ; and 
even if my love could forget all I owe to 


your manes, our ties, and your ſpilt 


blood, the vigilance of our tyrants and 


the precautions their barbarity has taken, 


would render uſeleſs my guilty efforts, 
But I will not offend thy great ſhade, 
I will betray neither my duty nor the 
ſacred ties which united us, by deliver- 
ing, at leaſt from infamy, the enemy your 
heart would have eſteemed. Oh! my 
| brother, it is thou whom I implore; aid 
me to hazard every thing to ſave thy 
country from a crime, to ſave thy glory 
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from a vengeance which thy pure and 


ſenſible ſoul would have rejected with 
horror.“ 


From this moment, liſtening only to the 
ſuggeſtions of deſpair, ſhe flew to the 
Alabez that they might open to her the 
priſon of Gonzalva. Her efforts were 
in vain, and the whole day paſſed away 
without giving the tender Zulima any 
hopes of accompliſhing her generous pur- 
poſes. Night came on; the princeſs, 
become more reſolute, in the night went 
herſelf to the priſon. She implored, ſhe 
importuned the ſoldiers to ſuffer her, for 
a moment, to enter this horrible abode, 


She demanded it in the name of Alman- 


zar. By that revered name, her tears, 
her love, and the reſpect which virtue 
always inſpires, Zulima at length touched 
the hard hearts of the guards of Boabdil. 
The gates opened and cloſed npon the 

I 4 princeſs; 
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princefs ; ſhe enters, having in one hand 
a cup, which ſhe concealed from every 
eye, in the other a feeble lamp. She ad- 
vanced with a trembling ſtep, and pre- 
ſented herſelf to the hero. 


« Gonzalva,” ſaid ſhe, in a mild tone, 


« you eſteem me too much to expect to 
ſee me here. Had it been only to fave 


your life, my virtue would have re- 
ſtrained me. Certain of dying when you 
die, I ſhould have ſuffered him to periſh 


who would not ſpare my brother, who 
feared not to ſacrifice his love and his 
oaths. But it becomes me to preſerve 
you from ſhame and infamy ; it becomes 
me alſo to remember that Gonzalva once 
preſerved me. You preſerved my honour, 


and I come to pay the debt. Cruel as 


you are, you have proved to me that 
honour is dearer to you than love. Leſs 


guilty, but more wretched, I fulfil my 
0 
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duty to both by bringing you this poiſon. 
Take this cup, Gonzalva, when I ſhall 
have drank half its contents. This is, 
the only ſad reſource which I can offer 
you againſt our tyrants. Your death is 


inevitable ; outrage and tortures attend 


it : eſcape from your executioners and 
die with me. Your death 1s due, perhaps, 
to the aſhes of my brother; let mine ex- 
piate the crime of being unable to ceaſe ' 
to love.” 


Saying this ſhe raiſed the cup to her 
lips: a cry from Gonzalva checked her 


hand. With difficulty recovering from 


his ſurprize, his joy and his terror, the 
hero, in ſpite of his chains, ſeized the 
cup, and falling on his knees— 


„ My happineſs,” ſays he, © is com- 
pleat. I ſee yon, ſpeak to you, and carr 
at your feet acquit myſelf of a crime I 
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never perpetrated. Ah! let Boabdil 
ſatiate upon me his barbarous revenge; 
let the moſt horrid tortures exhauſt the 
{kill of my executioners : thou art here, 
Zulima ; you have deigned to viſit me in 
the abodes of guilt; you have believed 
me the murderer of Almanzar, and you 
have not hated me. What can the united 
tyrants of the earth do to hurt me? You 
love me; I have ſeen you; I die con- 
tent. 


gut perſiſt not in your fatal error; 


ceaſe to believe that my hands could be 


polluted with your brother's blood. I 
went to meet him, it is true: I went 


faithful to honour, and ſtill more to you, 


to die beneath the ſtroke of Almanzar. 
When attacked by your Numidians, I 
was unable to join the army. A hero, 
my brother, was careful to ſave my glory. 

” He 


1 
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He appeared in my arms ; he fought for 
me—ready to expire, his fatal hand. 


© Great God,” exclaimed Zulima, 
« bleſs, I thank thee. My heart fore- 
told this. Oh! my beloved brother, be 
not offended if for a while I ceaſe to 


| lament you, whilſt nature claims her right 
of loving for ever the object I adore! 


Gonzalva, I doubt not what you ſay; but 
explain to me this prodigy. Alas! I 


cannot hope that your fate will be ſoft- 


ened. Boabdil has too much intereſt in 
puniſhing your valour. But I will fly 


and inform my father; I go to awaken 


his compaſſion. He ſhall intercede with 


Boabdil, with the people, with Alamar 


himſelf, and uſe every effort which love 
can inſpire. I will inform your ſovereigns 
of your danger; I will do every thing to 
fave your life ; and if I ſhall not ſucceed, 
proud and happy to love you, pleaſed 
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that without a crime I can avow it. 
I will die with you, ſpeaking to you of 


my tenderneſs, renewing thoſe vows I 
have never violated, giving you the name 


of huſband, which, if I may judge from 


the delight with which I pronounce it, 
will make us both inſenſible to the moſt 
painful death.”” 


At theſe words ſhe threw away the 
cup, and ran to Gonzalva. The hero 


overcome with joy, gratitude and love, 
ſeized the hand of the lovely Moor, and 


would have told all the tale of his juſ- 
tification, had not tears ſuppreſſed his 
voice. He at length finiſhed the ſad 
recital, when a fudden noiſe interrupted 
him. The doors of the dungeon ſud- 
denly opened. Alamar—Alamar him- 
ſelf appeared, ſurrounded with torches. 
Zulima fainted away; Gonzalva ſup- 
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ported her in his arms; and the African 


prince gazed, ſpeechleſs, on them both. 


Soon did the exceſs of rage expreſs 
itſelf in the countenance of the bar- 
barian. His eyebrows of ebony ſeemed 
to open and ſhut over two globes of fire. 
The foam of anger was on his lips, and 


his faltering tongue thus addreſſed Gon- 


2al va 


«. Traitor, who ftill-infultelt me! wile 


Chriſtian, whom I am about to chaſtiſe; 


thou ſeemeſt, in chains, to carry to the 
laſt exceſs, my rage and thy impudence. 
Thou ſhalt pay me all thou oweſt. Thou 
ſhalt ſlowly expire beneath the torments 
I prepare for thee; and thy blood, ſhed 
drop by drop, ſhall ſatisfy but not extin- 


guiſh the hatred I feel for thee.** 
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The hero, without regarding him, 
thought only of the princeſs. Alamar 


ordered his guards to tear her from his 


arms. Gonzalva would have defended 


her, and his hands, though in chains, de- 
prived of life the two firſt who approached 
him. But overpowered by numbers, 
they dragged him from the dungeon. 


Zulima, who had now recovered her 


ſenſes, ſprang forwards and would have 
followed Gonzalva. Alamar prevented 


her; refuſed to liſten to what ſhe ſaid. 


He puſhed her from him, ordered his 


guards to watch over her till he ſhould 


return, and in a paroxyſm of anger led 
away the Caſtillian. 


The morn had not yet appeared. A 
deſerter came to inform Boabdil, that 


the Spaniards, alarmed by the abſence of 
their great captain, and ſurpriſed to ſee 


the gates of Grenada precipitately cloſed, 
fearing: 


JJ .; Si. . S. ai 


* 


| GONZALVA ov CORDOVA. 18g. 


fearing ſome artifice on the part of the 


Moors, determined to interrupt the truce 
with an aſſault. Alarmed by this news, 
and yielding to the importunity of Muly- 
Haſſem, Boabdil reſolved. to ſacrifice 
Gonzalva before morning. Alamar, who 
contended for the honour, the deteſtable 


honour of firſt wounding him, was charg- 
cd to conduct him, without delay, to the 


tomb of Almanzar; and the unfortunate 
Muly, followed by a troop of the Alabez, 
waited at the gates of the Alhambra till 
the African ſhould bring forth the victim. 


As ſoon as Gonzalva appeared Muly 


turned aſide. The hero would have 


ſpoken with him, but the old man con- 


ſtantly refuſed. The Alabez ſurrounded 
him with their ſpears and in cloſe ranks, 


and the unfeeling Alamar accompanied 
them towards the tomb. 


2 But 
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But ſcarcely had they left Grenada by 


the eaſtern gate, the only one not expoſed 
to the attacks of the Spaniards, when 
they heard at a diſtance the cannon of 


Ferdinand. The walls were crouded, 


every where was a cry to arms. The 
ſound of trumpets rent the air. The 


neighing of ſteeds, mixed with the ſhouts 
of the aſſailants, announced the moſt for- 
midable attack. 


Alamar pauſed in aſtoniſhment. Meſ- 


ſengers from Boabdil required him to go. 
inſtantly to the ramparts. He ſtopped 


and ſtill hefitated. Grenada demanded 


his exertions ; but his hatred. demanded 
the blood of Gonzalva. The African 
would have had him butchered on the 
ſpot, but Muly and the Alabez oppoſed 
his fury. They inſiſted that the mur- 
derer of Almanzar ſhould forfeit his life 


no where but on their heroes tomb, 
which 
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which ſacrifice they conſidered as a juſt 
debt. Alamar could not reach the heart 
of Gonzalva, which they defended with 
their ſhields, reſerving it for their own 
vengeance. The noiſe of the aſſault 
which increaſed, the repeated orders of 
Boabdil, the promiſes of the venerable 
Muly enough reſolved to avenge the death 
of the ſon he lamented, at length com- 
pelled the fierce African to reſign to him 
his victim, and fly to the battle. 


It was time that his preſence ſhould 
animate the trembling Moors. A breach 
was opened in the walls. Aguilar, 
Cortez and the Caſtillians advanced in 
order to the attack. Guzman and then 
Arragon ſcaled the ramparts. Boabdil, 
wounded by Cortez, was carried back to 
the Alhambra. The Almorads, the Va- 
negas abandoned in crouds their ſtations. 
The Zegris themſelves gave way before 

the 
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the valiant Aguilar. Guſman was already 
in the trench, the Catalans on their lad- 
ders. Ferdinand, on the glacis, directed 
and encouraged his warriors. All fled 
before the Spaniards. Grenada was on 
the brink of ruin. Grenada was within 
a moment of being taken. Alamar ap- 
peared and Grenada was ſaved. 


Alamar, like a ſtorm, flew and wound 


ed Aguilar; his ſword divided the hel- 
met and the ſcull of that hero. Rolling 


at his feet the bloody corps, and, followed 


by Zegris whom he encouraged, Alamar 
ruſhed on the Caſtillians with fearful 
ſhouts, They fell in heaps beneath his 
fabre ; he attacked, pierced and thinned 
their ranks, He ſlew Uzeda, Salinas, 
Mendoza, who thus gave up his rank, his 
fortunes, his dignity to his brother, 
Alamar ſtruck his heart at the moment 
when he called on his brother. Covered 

with 
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with blood and carnage, he threw from 
the breach the Caſtillian ſquadrons; and 
beholding the haughty Guzman who 


mounted on the walls, called to his troops 


of Arragon, he flew and ſeized a rocky 
fragment and hurled it with all his force. 
Guzman fell with it. The African fol- 
lowed and filled the trench with dead 
bodies; and from the ſummit of a tower 
called to and defied the Chriſtians, blaſ- 
pheming the name of their God. 


Ferdinand, Cortez, Medina rallied 
their ſcattered ſoldiers. The king of 
Arragon brought them back, forced them 
on the glacis, encouraged and headed 
them, and wiſhed to make a laſt effort. 
But when about to give the ſignal, he 
heard a ſhout behind them; and looking, 


ſaw a troop of Moors from amidſt a cloud 


of duſt, which poured on the rear of his 
battalions. The Caſtillians reſiſted, 
But 
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But this ſwift and formidable ſquadron 
dividing itſelf, attacked on the four ſides 
thoſe of Caſtille, and compelled them to 
fly. The Spaniards overcome with ter- 


ror, ran with precipitation into their 
town. Cortez, Medina, Ferdinand, were 


hurried along with them. 


Iſabella cauſed the gates to be opened, 
receiving, with ſhame and grief, her 


troops on all ſides purſued. The plain 


| was covered with the dead, and this 
dreadful band which alone had accom- 
pliſhed this carnage, ſeeing itſelf maſter 
of the field, approached the walls of 
Grenada, on which multitudes were aſ- 
ſembled. Not far from the ramparts 
they halted. Their chief advanced by 


himſelf, and thus addreſſed thoſe of 


Grenada. : 


“ Muſſuls 
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« Muſſulmen, once our brethren, and 
whoſe injuſtice has broken the ties which 
united us, you ſee again the Abencerrages ; 
perhaps you may forgive their appearing 
here without your permiſſion. We 


come to ffain with our blood the walls 


from which we were expelled. We 
come to defend them ; but never again 
will we enter them. Judge ye, by this 
victory, what our tribe might have done 
for you, commanded by Abenhamet. 
Ye have murdered that hero, and would 


have delivered to the flames the innocent 


Zoraida. Theſe are the horrid crimes 
we are unable to forget. With reſpect 
to your ill-treatment of us, ye behold, 
people of Grenada, in what manner the 
Abencerrages avenge themſelves.” 


Thus ſpoke the valiant Zeir. His 
valiant ſquadron ſoon diſperſed; departed 
with 
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with prodigious ſwiftneſs on their ſteeds, 
and followed the road to Carthama. 


The Spaniards, entered into their city, 
could not difturb that brilliant retreat, 
They ventured not to lift their humiliated 
countenances. Aguilar and Guzman, 
their principal leaders, were ſtretched in 
the duſt. The exploits and ſucceſs of 
Alamar, the ſudden arrival of the Aben- 
ecrrages, who might thus every day 
arrive to attack the beſiegers, the wounds 
of the brave Lara, the abſence of the 
great captain, all increaſed their con- 
ſternation. They already thought of 
abandoning the ſiege, and of accepting the 
honourable peace offered by Boabdil. 
The ſovereigns themſelves, reſtleſs and 
uneaſy, determined to wait behind theit 
ramparts till Gonzalva or Lara ſhould be 
reſtored to them. 


But 
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ſuppoſed to be confined by his wounds, 


was not now in the city of the Holy 


ND OF THE NINTH BOOK, 


ARGUMENT 


But the invincible Lara, whom Iſabella 
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ARGUMENT 


OF THE 
TENTH BOOK. 


Lara goes in ſearch of Gonzalua==Loſes himſelf in 
a foreſt—Rencontre which he meets —Learns the 
danger of the hero He flies to the tomb of Al- 
manzar, and finds Gonzalva ready to periſh— 

Combat of friendſbip— Lara ſaves his friend 
Both return to the army Ferdinand ſends Gon- 
zalva to take Carthama—Particulars of this 
expedition The hers returns in triumph— He 
receives a note from Zulima—Laſt aſſault Ex- 
ploits of Gonzalva—Capture of Grenada Com- 
bat of the hero with Alamar—LZulima and her 
father are delivered—Entrance of Iſabellg= 
Marriage of Gonzalva and Zulima, 


* 


love. What ſhall I ſay? Are they not 
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BOOK THE TENTH. 


DAUGHTER of heaven, treaſure of 
the ſoul, ſource of our deareſt good, ſa- 
cred friendſhip! embelliſh the laſt fea- 
tures of my work. At the concluſion of 
my recital, impart that captivating intereſt, 
which always conciliates, but never aſto- 
niſhes; which affects the heart, but does 
not wound it, and makes flow thoſe de- 
licious tears ſo much reſembling thoſe of 


more ſweet? That lively, impaſſioned 
love, capable of every effort, ennobled by 
every virtue, that idol of youth, requires 
a vell of myſtery. Its worſhip, pure 
though it be, conceals itſelf, and with- 
draws from obſervation, and its recom- 
penſe is a ſacrifice, which honour com- 
VOL. III. K mands, 
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mands, to be an eternal ſecret. Friend- 
ſhip, on the contrary, delights to ſhew 
itſelf to every human eye; equally deli- 
cate, but more courageous, it fears not 
to reveal to all, its pains and pleaſures, 
its uneaſineſs, and its gratifications ; it is 
its glory to publiſh openly every beauty 
and charm which it diſcovers. Love 
bluſhes to be diſcovered; friendſhip is 
proud of being exhibited as an example. 


Lara, whoſe tender and lofty ſoul ex- 
iſted for friendſhip alone; Lara, wounded, 
almoſt expiring, had no thoughts but of 
Gonzalva. A whole day paſſed without 
ſeeing him; ignorant of where he was, 
the uncertainty with reſpect to what dan- 
gers he might meet, diſtreſſed him far 
more than his own ſufferings. On the 
very evening of the day on which the 
hero had diſappeared, Lara, in ſpite of 
his weakneſs, ordered his ſteed to be 

brought. 


Tt 


GONZALVA or CORDOVA, 195 


brought. - He could not wear a cuiraſs ; 
and even the weight of his lance was too 


great for him. Pale, faint, exhauſted, 


he was without ſtrength, but what was 
worſe, he was without his friend. With- 
out armour, or any weapon of defence, 
and ſtill bound with the linen which co- 


vered his wounds, Lara, followed by the 
good Pedro, who mourned the abſence 


of his lord, inſtantly ſet forth. Both 
entered the foreſt, where Gonzalva, a few 
days before, had met the beauteous Zu- 
lima. They ſuppoſed this muſt be the 
road which the hero had taken, and leav- 
ing themſelves to the guidance of heaven, 


they wandered in its dark ſhades. 


Darkneſs covered the earth. The 
night, in the midſt of its courſe, was de- 


clining towards the weſt, when the tra- 


vellers arrived at the foot of a lofty 
mountain, covered with gloomy firs. 
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qus ſpring, ruſhing 


hong the rocks, 


The noiſe of a plen 


down in a caſcadg 


the 8 of night, perched 


is ſteed. Pedro attentively 
obſerved the ſummit of the mountain, 
and the feeble glimmering of a ſingle 
light, which was viſible through the 


gloom of the thick verdure, convinced 
him that ſome hermit, or ſolitary, refided 


in this fearful ſport. 


He immediately propoſed to Lara to 
aſcend to the hermitage, and there take a 


ſhort repoſe. Lara aſlented ; their united 


efforts diſcovered a path, but it was ſo 
ſteep that they were compelled to diſ- 
mount. Pedro led the horſes. Lara cut 
off a thick branch, and reſting upon this, 
Vent before his faithful attendant. Ar- 


rived 


ve murmurs of the 


xcks.. Here the hero ſtopped 


GONZALVA or CORDOVA, 197 jy: 
g rived ſome time before him, the hero 1 
diſcovered, in the midſt of the rocks, a FH 
A plain and lowly cottage, from whence the 1 
1 light appeared. At the entrance of this il 
4 was the ſpring they had ſeen. Before 10 
4 the door was a large ſtone, covered with bf 
* moſs and ruſhes. Soon as he came to 9 
L this, Lara ſtopped to hear a ſweet voice 9 
e thus expreſs itſelf. ; 
le | | 
4 I. 1 
d Only object of my care, 0 
f Who of love the victim are, 1 
I my tears conſent to give, jt 
Do but you conſent to live; | 
Hear your faithful friend's deſire, 
a Live, that I may not expire, 
d pl 
8 2 5 II. 
— Mp 
Oft your tender lips will tell, 
It „ You cannot ceaſe to love me well; 
S | Alas! no other friend have 1, 
* But cruel you, who wiſh to die; 


d | «3 Hear 
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Hear your faithful ſlave's deſire, 
Live, that I may not expire. 

I. 
On you, whom fortune ſeems to hate, 
Alone depends my future fate. 8 
Alas, no other friend have I, 
But cruel you, who wiſh to die. 


Hear your faithful ſlave's deſire, 
Live, that I may not expire, 


The voice ceaſed; another thus re- 
plied, with many ſighs. : 


« Oh, my dear, my only friend, for- 
bear theſe conſolations which melt, but 
do not ſooth me. Thou knoweſt whe- 
ther my tears can ceaſe to flow ; whether 
I ought to forget the misfortunes I have 


ſuffered, and thoſe, ſtill greater, which I 


occaſioned. Suffer me, oh, ſuffer me 
to nouriſh a grief, alas! too. juſt. Be 
fatisfied with the painful efforts of my 
lively and tender friendſhip. I have 
Lived till now, and is not that, my friend, 

enough ? 


en 
WC 
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enough? Without you, think you that T 
would have profited by the melancholy 
kindneſs of Lara? | 


At theſe laſt words and his own 
name, which he heard with aſtoniſhment, 
Lara made a noiſe, approached and de- 
manded hoſpitality. He ſaw two females, 
who in terror, and without making any 
reply, prepared to fly. The hero begged 
them not to be alarmed, and followed 
them to the door of their apartment. 
Soon one of them returned with a lamp. 
She ſaw and knew Lara, and uttered a 


cry of joy. 


% Is it you,” ſaid ſhe, with many 
tears, you whom I could not hope to 
fee again; you, who preſerved my miſ- 
treſs, and who rendered my life yet more 
acceptable to me? Ah, Zoraida, come 
and embrace your benefactor.” [15y 

1 Ka. | Lara, 
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Lara, who inſtantly remembered the 


unhappy queen of Grenada, haſtened to 


meet her, and fell at her feet. He re- 


Tpectfully kiſſed her hand, reſiſted the 
obſequiouſneſs ſhe was about to pay him, 


but he could not refiſt the emotions of 
the ſenſible Ines. Led by her, he fol- 
lowed Zoraida to the inner part of her 


humble manſion. The queen deſired 
him to reſt himſelf, and preſented him 


with a rude ſeat, which Ines covered with 
a mat. Ines ran eagerly, and brought 
him ſome milk, dates and raiſins. A 
veſſel of olive wood was filled at the 
ſpring ; ſhe ran and offered it to him for 
the firſt time, regretting that ſhe was 
without the charming and aromatic wines 
of the banks of Andaluſia. 


Lara, in aſtoniſhment, mixed with the 


tendereſt pity, ſeriouſly : regarded the 
queen, and could, with difficulty, retrace 


her 
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her features. She had no longer thoſe 
ſparkling eyes, whoſe luſtre was tempered 
by mildneſs ; that brow, ſo lovely and ſo 


modeft, where diffidence was combined 


with grace. An eternal paleneſs poſſeſſed 
her countenance, no longer animated : 


and tears, which ceaſed not to flow, had 


extinguiſhed the fire of her eyes. Zo- 


raida had nothing left her but her love 


and her virtues. Lara viewed, with a 
ſigh, the manſion of a queen. 


©« This,” ſaid ſhe to him, in a mild 
tone, © is not the Alhambra, but would 
to heaven that Zoraida had never known 
any other palace. When your valour 
preſerved me, I thought that I could live 
in Carthama, in the midſt of the Aben- 
cerrages, my . brothers, and my friends. 
I ſoon experienced that the unfortunate 


can, with difficulty, endure even their 


own ſociety, and that a deſart is the only 
WE | aſylum 
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aſylum where grief ſhould wait for death. 


1 fled with my faithful Ines, whom I had 
entreated in vain to return to her country. 
We plunged: into the thickeſt of theſe 


mountains, and directing my ſteps, in 


ſpite of myſelf, towards Grenada, I ar- 


rived in the Foreſt of Tears, where I 


knew that the brave Almanzar had de- 


poſited the remains of Abenhamet. 
Thanks to my efforts, and thoſe of Ines, 
who ſpared no pains or fatigue, I at 
length diſcovered the ſpot where that ill- 
fated lover repofed. This diſcovery was 
to my heart a more important event, a 
pleaſure more lively and impreſſive than 
that which I experienced when you ap- 
peared to fave me from the flames. I 
determined never to leave a ſpot ſo dear 


to my ſenſibility. The hopes that Ines 
might ſoon unite my cold remains with 


thoſe of Abenhamet, penetrated my foul 
with joy ; but the fear of being met in 


theſe 


VV. 


= 


GONZALVA os CORDOVA, 203 


theſe groves, ſo near to the city, the 
horror of once more falling into the bar- 
barous hands of Boabdil, obliged me to 
ſeek a retreat more concealed, I dared 
not to mark that tomb otherwiſe than by 
my tears. I was certain of finding it 
again, as the bird in the woods always 
again finds the tree where is its neſt. Ines 


diſcovered theſe rocks; Ines here fixed 


our abode. She collected theſe ruſhes, 
and diſpoſed the ſimple retreat where we 
this day receive you: The wild fruits, 
which ſhe gathers, ſuffice for our food, 
and the waters: of this ſpring refreſh us.. 
She ſleeps on that bed of ruſhes, I weep. 
upon theſe dry leaves, and every evening, 
when the darkneſs will hide my timid: 
ſteps, I go to the tomb of Abenhamet, 
to ſhed. new tears for his death, to repeat 
the former vows, which my heart never 
has. betrayed, and to implore the all- 
powerful God to ſhorten my puniſhment. 
k 6+ - Generous: 
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Generous Lara, reſtrain your tears, the 


Deity will ſoon take me to him. I have 


the hope, I may ſay, the certain hope, 


that I ſhall ſoon be united to him whole 
death I occaſioned. It is, nevertheleſs, 
delightful to me to ſee you before that 
wiſhed- for event, to ſpeak to you of my 


gratitude, and to be informed, from your- 


ſelf, whether your virtues render you- 


happy.” 


« Alas,” replied Lara, © it is not to 


ſenſible. ſouls. that happineſs can belong. 
Love has occaſioned your ſorrows, friend- 
ſhip alone has occafioned mine. A long 
time ſeparated from Gonzalva, that hero, 
ſo famous and ſo revered in the world; I 
ſaw him again, and was in his ſociety. 


Gonzalva has ſuddenly diſappeared. We 


know not his fate. Some flight reports 


have been ſpread, that the Moors have 


captured him. 1 believe not the tidings. 
Gon- 
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Gonzalva is not a warrior whom they 
could make captive. Wounded myſelf, 
ſuffering. much, and ſupporting myſelf 


with difficulty, I am now in ſearch of 


my friend. I will go, if neceſſary, even 
to Grenada, where I dread, leſt love ill- 
fated, ſhould have conducted him. I 
will go, not to defend his life, that my 


weakneſs will not allow me to do, but to 
ſhare his dangers, and at leaſt to die with 


him.“ 


« Oh! heavens!” exclaimed Ines, 
« you petrify my ſoul with terror. Hear 


what this very evening one of theſe 
mountain ſhepherds told me. Take 
care,” ſaid he, © that you go not to the 
Foreſt of Tears ; it is full of armed men. 
They are at the tomb of Almanzar, where 
they are about to ſacrifice, in the morn- 
ing, the moſt cruel, the moſt formidable 
of the Chriſtians.” The ſhepherd could 

| explain 
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explain himſelf no further. Zoraida did 
not dare to go out, and I tremble, leſt 
the great Gonzalva ſhould be the hero.of 
whom he ſpake.” 


Ines had not finiſhed, when Lara, in 
great agitation, called Pedro. He or- 


dered his horſe, which the old ſlave in- 


ftantly brought. Lara could hardly bid 
farewel to the unfortunate queen. He 


precipitately mounted. his ſteed, and, di- 


rected by the amiable Ines, who ſhewed: 
the old man an. eaſy path, he flew to the 
Foreſt of Tears. 


The orient began to ſhew its purple 
tinge, when Lara, already in the wood, 


perceived, through the trees, flambeauxs, 
ſabres, and ſpears. He preſſed forwards, 


arrived, breathleſs, on the ſpot, and 


ruſhed into the midſt of the ſoldiers. He 
ſaw, juſt heaven ! what a ſpectacle! his 
friend 


id 
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friend loaded with chains, reſting againſt 
the tomb. His naked neck was bent 
down, the ſword was lifted to it, Muly 
was on the point of ordering the ſtroke. 
Lara ſhouted aloud, leaped on the ground, 
and thus addreſſed the aſtoniſhed Muly. 


40 Unhappy parent,“ ſaid he, with the 


energetic accent of virtue and of friend 
ſhip, I commend thy juſt vengeance, for 
thou wiſheſt to revenge the death of thy 
ſon. But ſpill alone the blood of the 
guilty, and tarniſh not, in one ill-omen'd 
day, thy long career of glory, by ſacri- 
ficing an innocent man. Gonzalva, whom 
thou art about to kill, did not combat 
the brave Almanzar. I atteſt the manes 
of that hero, who hears me from his tomb; 


l atteſt the God of ſovereigns, the Caſtil- 


lian chiefs. I, I alone, triumphed over 
the moſt formidable of the Moors ; I it 
was, who falling under his blows, gave 
bim the fatal ſtroke of death. I took 

the 
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the arms of Gonzalva, and availed my- 


ſelf, at the moment of his abſence, to 
abuſe the eyes of thy ſon, and thoſe of 
the two armies, to try my ſkill againſt a 


warrior, of whoſe glory I was jealous. 
King of Grenada, thou heareſt my crime; 


I am come to expiate it. Now know 
what Gonzalva did, and let him receive 
his reward. He it was who delivered 
the dead body of thy ſon to the Alabez, 
who hear me. He it was who met you 
when alone, and attacked by four Spani- 


ards : he ſaved you from their fury, gave. 


you his own ſteed, and opened to you the 
way to Grenada. Muly, now thou knoweſt 


all. Let thy juſtice pronounce.” © It. 
has already pronounced,“ interrupts Gon- 


zalva; Moors, do not credit that hero. 
He is my friend, my brother in arms ; 
he accuſes himſelf only to preſerve me. 


I it was whom Almanzar challenged; I. 
it was from whom his death might natu- 
rally 
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rally come. Avenge yourſelves, and puniſh 


me, but ſpare the generous Lara. Re- 


member that his generous valour ſaved 
Zoraida from the flames; remember, ye 
the brave friends of the Abencerrages, 
that Lara vanquiſhed the Zegris. Render 
him the reſpect and honour which man- 
kind owes his virtues ; admire, but be- 


lieve not the noble fallacy of his friend- 
ſhip; and do thou, Lara, forgive thy 


brother for explaining thy purpoſes.“ 


At theſe won Muly and the Alabez 


command Lara to withdraw. No,“ he 


cried, with deſpair, © you ſhall not per- 


petrate your crime; you ſhall be leſs 


barbarous than your victim. See you 
not that he courts death ; that he fears 
only for his friend. Moors, I ſwear by 
the Eternal, I am the murderer of Al- 
manzar ; I am he whom you ought to 


ſacrifice, If yet you doubt; if your 


hatred 
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hatred for Gonzalva render my vows 
uſeleſs, remember the dreadful conteſt 
which yourſelves beheld ; remember that 
the conqueror remained ſtretched upon 
the ground, bathed in his blood; behold 
that conqueror. Approach ; behold my 
wounds, and ſee this boſom ſtill enſan- 
guined. See the blows of your Alman- 
zar; ſee how I hardly eſcaped from his 
fearful arms ; ſee the yet recent proofs. of 
my melancholy victory ; this cruel man 
can ſhew no wounds.” 


| Saying this, he tore aſide his veſt, diſ- 
covered his wounds, and on his knees 
demanded death. Gonzalva, in ſpite of 
himſelf, preſſed his friend to his boſom, 
bathed him with tears, and yet petlficd 


to declare himſelf guilty, but Lara con- 


ſtantly interrupted him. 


Muly 
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Muly was virtuous, nor were the Ala- 
bez barbarians. They are ſoftened, and 
themſelves wept over this conteſt of 


friendſhip. The old man could not re- 


ſiſt the emotions of his ſoul. He read, 
in the eyes of his companions, the mea- 
ſure it became him to purſue. He took 
off Gonzalva's chains, ordered Lara to 
riſe, and fixing on the two heroes, his 
eyes full of ſorrow, 


« One of you,” ſays he, has ſlain 
my ſon; I know not which is guilty ; 
one of you ſaved my life; I wiſh to owe 
it to you both. I acquit myſelf of this 
painful debt, by rendering you a liberty 
which will be fatal to my country ; but 
at this moment I think I hear the voice 
of Almanzar ordering my conduct. De- 
part, model of faithful friends, whom I 


admire, but whom I hate; go and tell 
your Spaniards that it is the better to 


avenge 
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avenge my fon, and the more to honour 
his remains, that I ſacrifice my hatred to 
the wiſh of reſembling him. If this 


Kindneſs on my part merits any grati- 


tude, fear to attack theſe ramparts on 
which I muſt periſh. I here ſwear, by 
the name of God, by the name of him 
whom I lament, that you will find me on 
the breach, that every where I ſhall offer 


to your ſwords the old man, who has 


this day given you life, and that you will 
not enter Grenada, but treading under 
your feet, you, Lara, the deliverer of 
Gonzalva, you, Gonzalva, the wretched 
father of the tender Zulima.“ 


Having ſaid this without ftopping, 
without wiſhing to hear the two friends, 
Muly departed with his Alabez. Gon- 
zalva and Lara embraced each other; 


they could not believe themſelves united, 


but they tenderly reproached each other. 
The 
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5 The good Pedro, wild with joy, was 
75 anxious to mingle his tears with theirs. 
oy He gave his ſteed to his maſter, and with 
go them took the road to the Spaniſh city. 
ON | 
by What tranſports. of joy did not their 
etl return excite in the army! The ſoldiers, 
ON on ſeeing them, forgot their late diſaſters. 
ker Their two heroes were returned, and from 
= this time they believed themſelves in- 
WY vincible. Alamar, the Abencerrages, 
ler could no longer fill them with terror. 
of Grenada from this moment 1s taken ; ; 
ay nothing now could retard its fall ; and 
all inſtantly demand to be led to the 
@ ramparts. 
ds, Gonzalva, delighted with their confi- 
* dence, approves and encourages this ar- 
ke dour. Full of the idea of Zulima, of 
ed, the danger in which he had left her, he 
_ trembles, leſt the ferocious Alamar ſhould. 


have 
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have been hurried to the laſt exceſs. He 
burned to be engaged with that odious 
rival, to deliver the earth from a monſter, 
whoſe very name inſpired horror; but 
the menace of Muly, to preſent himſelf 
every where to Gonzalva, to cover with 
his perſon whatever breach he ſhould at- 


tack, chilled the powers of the hero, and 


made him dread the aſſault. 


Whilſt he conſulted with his friend 


about challenging the African prince, to 
drag him from the walls, king Ferdinand 
came to interrupt them, he thus addreſſed 


them. 


« Young heroes, the pride of Spain, I 
dare not complain of the fortune which 
will not ſuffer me to conquer in your ab- 
ſence. But this fortune compels me once 
more to ſeparate you. The Abencerrages, 
maſters of Carthama, are come to combat 


4 


us 
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le us beneath theſe walls. Perhaps they 
18 may return. Before I give the laſt ſtroke 
r, to theſe already tottering towers, I muſt 
ut be maſter of Carthama ; I muſt deſtroy, 
If or make captive every enemy which may 
th moleſt me. Gonzalva, I have made 
4 choice of you for this important conqueſt. 
ad - The wounds of the valiant Lara will not 
ſuffer him to accompany you. Take the 
moſt active of my warriors, and with 
ng chem march againſt Carthama. I leave 
* you maſter of every thing which may put 
10 you in poſſeſſion of its ramparts. Bring 
ed me its keys within ſix days. This time 
muſt ſuffice to Gonzalva; I have fixed 
it, not from the ſtrength of the place, 
1 but from the talents of my general.” 
ich 3 55 
. At theſe words Gonzalva felt revive 
es his ardent paſſion for glory. He pro- 
miſed his king to obey him: he deter- 


mined to depart on the morrow. His 


love 
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love made him ſigh in ſecret to leave 
Grenada, but his valour made him hope 
to return before the end of the ſix days. 
He knew the fearful rocks which on all 

ſides protected Carthama; he knew that 
only ſurprize could make him maſter of 
theſe ſteep mountains. Already planning 
a ſcheme which was to aſſure his victory, 
he demanded, as his companions, the 
faithful Aſturians. h 
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cient, but Gonzalva choſe them himſelf. 1 
4 All were born in the Pyrenees; all were Peg 
3 ſhepherds or huntſmen, in the ſteep pre- foi 
5, cipices and mountains of Lievana. There, dege 
on rocks concealed among the clouds, WM Th;. 
on brilliant ſummits of ice, whoſe in- ſelec 
acceſſible columns defy the blaze of the range 
ſun, they purſue, from their infancy, "Then 


the eagles and goats. Covered only with 


the ſkin of the wolf, whoſe head ſerved 
them 


vere 
ore- 

ere, 

uds, 

in- 
the 
incy, 
with 
>rved 
them 
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them as a helmet, they wear a large belt, 


from which hang three hooks of ſteel : 


their feet are armed alſo with hooks of 


iron ; and, in their right hand, they carry 
a lance, armed at each end. Two ſharp 
poniards hang by their ſide. Hardy, 
active, and indefatigable, all of lofty 
ſtature, and of a ſtrength yet ſuperior to 
their ſize, one might have taken them 
for thoſe proud giants who attempted to 
ſcale the heavens. 


They were commanded by the brave 
Pegnaſter; Pegnaſter, whoſe anceſtors 


fought with Pelagus, and who had not 
degenerated from their ancient valour. 
This formidable band, proud of being 


ſelected by the magnanimous Gonzalva, 
| ranged themſelves beneath the venerable 


banner of the ſirſt kings of Spain: they 
wait only for their general. He appears, 


accompanied by Lara, who mourns at 


VOL, III. . parting 
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parting with him again. He bade him 
many a tender adieu, embraced him, and 
gave the ſignal to depart. 


They marched, and before the evening 
arrived within a ſmall diſtance of Car- 
thama. He concealed his troops in a 
wood, and there ordered them to reſt. 
Alone, upon an eminence, he reconnoi- 
tered the place, and diſcovered it in the 
centre of a rock, which overlooked the 
ſurrounding mountains. A ſtrait and 
ſteep path, which would hardly allow a 
ſingle horſe to advance, led to its gates of 


braſs. The battlements, cut out of the 


rock, elevated themſelves on precipices 
which the cye could not mcaſure. A 
furious torreat rolled, with a loud noiſe, 
at the baſe of the rock on which Car- 
tharna ſtood. The immenſe ſummit of 


this loſt itſelf in the clouds, and ad- 
vancing 


GONZALVA or CORDOVA. 2219 


vancing behind the city, ſeemed to de- 
fend it from the attacks of the heavens. 


Gonzalva fixed his eyes upon this fear- 
ful rock. He believed every thing poſ- 
ſible to valour, and he was aſſured of that 
of the Aſturians. He obſerved, with a 
ſteady eye, the poſition of the mountains 
following through their intervals the rapid 

: courſe of the torrent; this he conjectured, 
X where its bed enlarged, would render a 
I paſſage leſs. difficult, and, ſatisfied with 
a his ideas, he returned to his troops. 


F © Noble deſcendants,” ſaid he to them, 
5 te of thoſe reſpected Chriſtians who retired 
A in caverns, without any other ſuccour 
% than God and their own hearts, ſaved our 
= country from the yoke of the Moors. 
a, That Deity permits, in his juſtice, that 
* this day theſe uſurpers are reduced to 


ng that aſylum which heretofore was yours. 
L 2 I have 
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I have ſelected you from all the army, to 


tear it from them; to confirm the ruin 


of Grenada; to cauſe the univerſe to con- 
feſs, that Spain owes its triumphs to 
the invincible Aſturians. Ye behold 
that lofty rock, which hides its head in 
the clouds ; the eagle there dreads to re- 
poſe, but it is from thence you ſhall con- 


quer. Let half of you remain with me, 


let the other, led by Pegnaſter, at a diſ- 
tance turh the mountain ; I will explain 
to him his way. You will arrive at that 
ſummit ; and where cannot firmneſs go? 
You ſhall light three fires to inform me 
of your arrival. You ſhall charge your 
ſlings with ſtones, and wait my ſignal. 


He ſpake. The Aſturians, full of ar- 


dour, vowed to gain the ſummit of the 
rock. All wiſhed to attempt the enter- 
prize. The hero, to ſatisf/, them, pro- 
miſed to them that remained, exertions 

full 
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full of danger. He inſtantly led Peg- 
naſter to the eminence, whence the wind- 
ings of the torrent were conſpicuous, and 
explained to him his daring purpoſe. 
Pegnaſter, comprehending every thing, 
ſelected three thouſand of the ſtrongeſt 
and moſt active, and made them take 
proviſions for two days. As ſoon as 
night came he departed with his band. 
Gonzal va gave that night and the morrow 
to repoſe. He calculated the circuit 
which Pegnaſter muſt neceſſarily make, 
the obſtacles he would have to encounter, 
and the time of his arrival. Reſtleſs, and 
without ſleep, he paſſed the ſecond night 
upon the eminence, with his eyes fixed 
to the rock. Nothing appeared, and all. 
was filent. The moon ſhone in the hea- 
vens; its light was favourable to the 
efforts of the Aſturians; it muſt accele- 
rate their ſucceſs, but the hero fears and 
ſighs. At length, before the dawn of 

L 3 day, 
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day, he ſaw three fires. He ſhouted with 


tranſport, ran to his troops, ſounded the 


alarm, ranged his ſoldiers, and advanced 


the head of the Aſturians. The Aben- 
cerrages, at the firſt alarm, flew to the 
battlements in arms. A cloud of arrows 
fell at the hero's feet. Alone, covered 
with his buckler, he advanced, mounted 
a rock, and cutting a branch of wild 


olive, raiſed it in the air, and made a 


fignal for a parley. 


Immediately the brave Zeir ordered 


his brethren to ſtay their arrows. The 


gates were opened. Omar, followed by 
many warriors, deſcended the ſteep path, 


and advanced fiercely towards Gonzalva, 


but ſuddenly recogniſing his features, he 
pauſed, and ſeemed to deliberate whether 


he ſhould proceed. 


cc Ap- 
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« Approach,” ſaid the hero, © I have 
before proved thy courage; you muſt 
ſatisfy the eſteem I bear you. I come 
not here to combat for the affection of 
my ſoul; I come, in the name of Fer- 
dinand, to offer you a neceſſary peace, a 
peace worthy of the Abencerrages, and 
of which that noble tribe may dictate the 
conditions. I am maſter of the treaty.” 


“ But you are not maſter of Cartha- 
ma, replied Omar, in a haughty tone, 
« and if Grenada ſhould fall, we would 
defy, from our walls, your ſovereigns, 
your armies, and yourſelf. See on what 
foundations our liberty is erected ; view 
theſe terrible rocks and inacceſſible ram- 
parts, theſe towers, whoſe ſummits the 
eye cannot reach, and give thy warriors 
wings before thou ſpeakeſt to us of 
PEACE,” 


L 4 C My 
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85 My warriors want not wings,” re- 
plied Gonzalva, with a ſmile. © Do 
thou thyſelt view that rock which hangs 
over your city; there are my warriors 
ſtationed. See that numerous band, ready 
to roll on your heads the rocks which 
are your defence. They only await my 
fignal to. deſtroy your only aſylum. 
Chooſe then, without delay; periſh be- 
neath your ruins, or accept the honour- 


able peace which we offer you as friends.”* 


Omar, in aſtoniſhment, looked at the 


mountain, and ſaw its ſummit occupied 
by three thouſand Aſturians. He could 
not believe his eyes. Speechleſs, and 
without motion, he thought himſelf in a 
fearful dream. At length compelled to 
credit the prodigy he was unable to com- 
prehend, he replied to the hero with leſs 


Pride, and entreated a few inſtants to go 


and conſult his brethren. . 
Soon 
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Soon the ramparts were deſerted; a 
fearful ſilence prevailed in the city. The 
impatient Gonzalva cauſed his trumpets 
to ſound, and was preparing to ſcale the 
mountain, when, from the gates of Car- 
thama, he ſaw advance the brave Leir, 
Oſman, Omar, and Velid, with the chiefs 
of. the Abencerrages. They approached. 
him without arms, but with the unabaſhed 
countenances of heroes. He met them 
with a firm and deliberate ſtep. Zeir 
thus addrefled him. 


© Thou haſt conquered, Gonzalva. 
You may believe that we knew how to 
die, if our wives and children could have 
eſcaped our fate ; but we yield to nature, 
to fortune, and to thy aſcendant. We 
ſurrender. Carthama to you. We aſk but 
tor liberty. Let our families be permitted 
to follow their religion, and to dwell in 

peace in thoſe fields which Ferdinand 
1 5 may 
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may give us. At this price we are his 
faithful ſubjects. I give thee our keys, 
and pledge to thee our faith.“ 


Gonzalva gave him his hand, and 
granted more than was aſked. He treated 
the Abencerrages with reſpect; in the 
midſt of them he entered Carthama as an 


ally, preſcribed to the Spaniards the moſt. 


rigorous diſcipline, and heaped rewards 
upon them to induce them to forget that 
they were conquerors. Pegnaſter was 
made governor of this new conqueſt. 
The hero left him his ſix thouſand Aſtu- 


rians, and alone, accompanied by the 


Abencerrages, he took the road to the 


Spaniſh city. 


Lara ventured not yet to expect him, 
yet every day he went to Took for him. He 
perceived him at a diſtance ; he eagerly 
ran to meet and embrace him, and con- 

templated 
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templated the noble band which ſur- 
rounded nis friend. He ſaluted the Aben- 
cerrages, concealed the joy which might 
have wound cd them, and, out of reſpect 
to them, deterring to ſpeak with his 
friend o his victory, he ran to announce 
him to his {over cizns. 


The heppy Ferdinand, and the auguſt 
Iſabella, could hardly conceal their ſur- 
prize. They received their new captives 
as ancient ſubjects whom they loved. 
They confirmed the glorious treaty their 
general had ſigned, left to this illuſtrious 
tribe their religion, their, property and 
fortunes, and, added to theſe, a city in 
Andaluſia, to become the inheritance of 
their noble poſterity.. 


Whilſt the ſovereign pair thus ſecured 
the affections of thoſe whom their arms 
had vanquiſhed, a ſoldier came to demand 

| L 6 a pri- 
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a private conference with Gonzalva. He 
came to bring him an arrow, ſhot from 
the walls of Grenada, having with it a 
ſealed letter, on which the hero's name 
was written. Gonzal va eagerly ſeized it, 
opened 1t with a trembling hand, and 
read with difficulty theſe words, which. 
his tears almoſt effaced. | 


« My laſt hour draws near, for Alamar 
ſubmits to my choice marriage or death. 
If my death would ſatisfy the tyrant, I 
would not thus implore the enemy of 
my country ; I would expire without a 
murmur, and my laſt ſigh ſhould be his. 
But my father is loaded with chains; my 
father, for ſaving your life, is with me, in 


that very dungeon into which my love 


cauſed me to enter. I can leave it 
only for torture. Gonzalva, come and 
deliver us. My heart ſhall not be thy 
recompenſe ; this I cannot give twice. 


My 
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My hand alone can acquit me for what 
you ſhall do for my father.“ 


Gonzalva, pale and agitated, read the 
letter a ſecond time, and haſtened to Iſa- 
bella. The queen perceived his emotion. 
« Speak,” ſaid ſhe, © great captain, 
what are the ſorrows which obſcure your 
brows, covered as they are with laurels. 
What deſires does your ſoul indulge; I 
ſwear to ſatisfy them. Explain yourſelf 
with confidence; what is the price you 
demand for your illuſtrious deeds?” _ 


« The aſſault,” replied Gonzalva with 
eagerneſs, © the laſt, the terrible aſſault 
which muſt render Grenada captive ; 
which muſt hurl from his throne the 
cruel and infamous Boabdil ; which muſt 

avenge heaven, already fatigued with the 

_ crimes of the barbarous Alamar. Order 

the aſſault at dawn of day: it is my 
T deareſt 
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deareſt recompenſe, the only one J aſk for 
all my ſervices.” 


At theſe words, which he pronounced 
with ſparkling eyes, an accent of fury, 
and the diſtraction of love, Ferdinand 
roſe in delight. © You fhall be ſatiſ- 
fied, he exclaimed; “ to-morrow I give 
to you Grenada; to-morrow you ſtall 


puniſh, as you will, the vile enemies who 


have inſulted you. Give your own 
orders; animate my brave troops with 
your own ardent ſpirit; tell them that you 


will lead them on, and victory will be 


certain.“ 


He then aſſembled his chiefs and. de- 
clared to them bis great deſigns. He left 
to Gonzalva the plan of the attack, 
which he regulated as he thought proper. 
Two mines, which had long been ready, 


were to be blown up, on the morrow and 
overthrow 


OF 


thi 
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overthrow the ſtrongeſt towers of the be- 
ſieged. The army, divided into two 
bodies, were to attack theſe towers at the 
fame inſtant. The king himſelf, young 
Cortez, and the noble Lara, now cured 
of his wounds, were to lead the columns 
of the Arragoneſe, the Catalans and the 
Baleares, to attack that on the right. 
The difcreet Medina, the invincible 
Gonzalva at the head of the Caſtillians, 
the Leonois and the Andalufians, were 
to attend to the left. The troops of the 
two crowns, rivals in glory for ſo many 
centuries, ſeeing themſelves thus ſepa- 
rated, would endeavour mutually to 
eclipſe each other. Iſabella viewed, en- 
couraged and animated them. Gonzalva, 
who led the queen, drew the ſhining 
ſword of the Cid. All was ready, all in 
order; and every warrior burned to ſee 
the morning. 


9 = 
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At length that ſplendid morn appeared 
which was to be marked by the moſt fa- 
mous triumph and the moſt important 
victory of Chriſtians over Moors, which 
was to avenge eight ages of inſults, render 
Spain its undivided liberty, the true God 
his ancient temples, and begin that long 
ſeries of victories which was to ſpread 
the Caſtillian name over the three parts 
of the known world, as. over that new 
portion which they afterwards diſcovered. 


Gonzalva, the firſt in arms, rouſed and 
animated his companions. On foot, as. 


well as they, he left the city and drew 


them up on the plain. Impatient for the 
| ſignal, he accuſed Ferdinand of delay; 


returned to the gates, quickened the 
march of the troops, ſhewed them the 


ſun as yet hardly viſible. He was about- 
to deliver her he loved ; he was going to. 


puniſh an odious rival; he was to con- 
quer 
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quer for his country. Love, revenge, 
virtue, all united in his boſom and raiſed 
him above himſelf. His great ſoul hardly 
ſufficed for the tranſports which affected 
it. He ran through the ranks with his 
terrible fword drawn; he viewed the 
walls of Grenada as a traveller in the 


midſt of deſarts tormented by a parch- 


ing thirſt, ſees a river at a diſtance which 
he is unable to approach. 


The ſage Medina checked his ardour 
and pointed to Ferdinand at a diſtance, 
who was diſpoſing the Arragonefe. 
Iſabella, from a lofty tower, on her knees 
with her arms extended, implored the 
God of armies. The brave Lara, and 
young Cortez, at the head of their troops; 
the Moors on their ramparts, their bows 


ſtretched, and their arrows prepared, 


fiercely expected the attack. Boabdil 
was not there; his wounds and his effe- 
minacy 
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minacy detained him in the Alhambra. 


But the fierce Alamar, 2 med with his 
iron mace, was diſtinguiſned in the midſt 


of the Zegris. Alamar, taught by the 


laſt aſſault, and fearing a ſecond effort, 
had turned into the foſſe the rapid waters 
of the Darro. He took care to have 
ready, veſſels filled with bitumen, ſalt- 
petre, and burning oil; theſe were in all 
quarters of the rock. All the reſources 
of deſpair, of rage, and terror, Alamar 
had not neglected; and all theſe deadly 
engines particularly menaced Gonzalva. 


The king of Arragon ſoon commanded 
two bodies of cavalry to fly with faſcines 
and fill up two portions of the foſſe. 
They accompliſhed this in ſpite of the 


arrows of the enemy. The army then 
advanced with a flow and firm ſtep. 


_ Alamar ſent reinforcements to the two 
towers they ſeemed to threaten. The 
Moors 
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Moors darkened the air with their arrows, 
and raiſed the moſt thundering clamours. 
The Spaniards marched in filence under 
cover of their bucklers. Arrived near 
the glacis, they ſtopped, couched their 
ſpears, and expected the laſt ſignal. 


fx 


At this moment, on both fides, a hor- 
rible and fearful noiſe rent the air. The 
earth ſhook, the mountains trembled, and 
the vallies echoed; Torrents of thick 
ſmoke conceal the ramparts of Grenada, 
and whirlwinds of duſt roſe to the ſkies. 
Shrieks and groans were mixed with this; 
and the air becoming clear, ſhewed the 
two ſtrongeſt towers raſed from their 
foundations, deſtroyed, reduced to pow- 
der, covering the faſcines with their ſcat- 
tered ruins, and the bloody remains of 
their wretched defenders. 

The trumpets then ſounded, and Gon- 

1 zalva 


236 GONZ ALVA or CORDOVA. 


zalva ſhouted aloud. He ruſhed forward 
{ſword in hand, paſſed the foſſe, mounted 


the breach, overthrew, in the duſt, every 


Moor who oppoſed him ; called to his 
Caſtillians, who were not able to follow 
him, and alone on the ſummit of the 


walls, covered the ground with thoſe 


he ſlew. The Almorads, led on by Abad, 
united againſt the hero; but he broke 
their battalion, ſpread his victims around 


him, chaſed, deſtroyed and repelled, till 
at length joined by his troops, he ſeized 
the ſtandard of Caſtille; and darting 


from among the ſlain and the ruins, he 


fixed it upon the rampart. 


Alamar, with the Zegris, fought at the 
other breach. Alamar had ſuſtained the 
attack of the brave Lara : his terrible 
mace had overthrown the raſh Cortez ; 
and Ferdinand, twice repulſed, could 


not ſcale the ramparts. The ferocious 
| | Alamar 
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Alamar inſulted the Chriſtians; he be- 
lieved himſelf already conqueror; when, 


at a diſtance, he ſaw the ſtandard fixed 


by Gonzalva, and heard that glorious 
name repeated by the Spaniards. 


At this ſight, and the ſhouts of victory, 
the African turned pale with rage; he 
ſtruck the earth with his mace, hung 
down his head, and, for a moment, heſi- 


tated what part to take. But ſoon, look- 


ing round with rage on the Zegris about 
him, © Brave Maaz,”” ſaid he to their 
chief, © remain at this breach with your 
troops, and periſh to the laſt rather than 
abandon it. I run with the Alabez to 
drive the enemy from the ramparts ; I 
run to puniſh, to exterminate that de- 


teſtable—He could not finiſh, rage did 


not ſuffer him to pronounce the name he 
abhorred. He threw over his ſhoulders 


his enormous club, and mounting the 


cauſeway 
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cauſeway which joined the ruined towers, 
he haſted with eagerneſs towards the 


Caſtillians. Gonzalva came to meet 


him: Gonzalva, almoſt conqueror, wiſhed 
to deliver Zulima; but remembering 
that his friend was engaged on the oppo- 


ſite fide, the hero changed his purpoſe, 


and flew, with the Leonois, to ſuccour 
the valiant Lara. His thundering voice 
called aloud on Alamar ; he challenged, 
he defied him. The African heard and 
anſwered him at a diſtance. Both re- 


cognizing each other, ruſhed to the en- 


counter, darted from amongſt their troops, 
and met in the midſt of the ramparts. 


God of battles, who can deſcribe the 
power, the animoſity, the rage of theſe 
implacable rivals! Who can expreſs 
the blind fury, the neceſſity as it were of 
immediate vengeance, the ardent thirſt 
of blood with which each was inflamed ? 

Without 


6 
NC 


GONZ ALVA or CORDOVA. 239 


Without care of their lives, or thought of 

their ſhields, Alamar raiſed his mace, 
 Gonzalva his dreadful ſword, and holding 

it in both hands, they met and ſtruck. 

| Their blows meeting at the ſame time, 
ſeemed but as one. The helmet of Gon- 
55 zalva was broken; the ſerpent's ſkin was 
8 divided. The two warriors bled at the 


- mouth and the noſtrils. The ſurprized 
, Spaniard tottered ; the African dropped 
1 on his knee. But ſtarting up, Alamar 


drew his ſcymetar, Gonzalva drew nearer, 
and the armour of both flew in pieces. 
8 Blows ſucceeded blows inceſſantly. 
The Leonois, the Alabez viewed them : 

frozen with terror, all other conteſt was 

as ſuſpended ; the eyes, the ſouls of all were 
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x fixed on the two warriors. 
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of Almoſt without arms, they appeared 
Mt with their ſwords only. Fatigued, but 
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; not leſs eager, they drew ſtill nearer each 
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other; 
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other; but the Spaniard preſſed the 


African to the very brink of the rampart. 


Alamar, who could retreat no farther, 
ſprang upon his foe and endeavoured to 
ſuffocate him in his nervous arms. Gon- 
zal va wreſtled with him, as with an im- 
menſe oak rooted in the ground, and 
threw him on the parapet. He wiſhed 
to compleat his victory and precipitate 
him from the walls; but Alamar, who 
held him cloſe, dragged his enemy along 
with him. Both fell in the midſt of the 
waves, which ſprung up high in the air; 
both plunged to the bottom, and ſoon 
roſe again ſeparated. Armed with their 


ſwords, which a chain confined to their 


arms, they ſwam with one hand, and 
attacking each other with new rage, they 
ſtained the waters with their blood. 
That of Alamar flowed in torrents, his 


| ſtrength was not equal to his fury; Gon- 


zalva perceived this and redoubled his 
| blows. 
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blows. He threw himſelf on his enemy, 
ſeized him, ſtabbed him in the breaſt, 
drew out his ſword and repeated the 
wound. Both diſappeared a ſecond 
time, but in a few moments Alamar was 
ſeen ſtretched out and floating on the 
diſcoloured waters. The conqueror 
gained the ſhore, marched to the breach 
without ſtaying to recover his breath, 
and flew towards the priſon. 


He arrived there with flambeaus, 
broke open the iron doors, flew to the 
princeſs, who expected only death, at the 
knees of Muly-Haſſem. * You are free,” 
cried Gonzalva, throwing himſelf at her 
feet, © Alamar is no more, you are re- 
venged. And you, reſpectable old man, 
you to whom I owe my life, pardon the 

{ad efforts which my duty preſcribed me. 
I have ſaved my princeſs and my country; 


* paid every thing to them, but not 
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to you, diſpoſe of my future fate. Will 
you honour Ferdinand and receive from 
him the reſpe& which your virtue merits? 
Will you fly from Grenada, which is 
taken, and exile yourſelf in other climes? 
I can, and I will do every thing to ſoften 


your misfortunes; will follow you as 


your ſervant, to obtain from you a look 
of friendſhip, dearer to my heart than 


glory.“ 


Muly heard and was a long time ſilent. 
He raiſed his eyes to heaven, accuſed it 
in his inmoſt heart, and groaned that he 
had lived ſo long. At length reſigned 
to his deſtiny, he preſſed his daughter to 
his heart, and ſhewing her to Gonzalva— 
« Protect her, ſaid he, © againſt our 
' cruel enemies; let her live and be free, 
and think not of me.” 


They left the horrid dungeon ; led by 


 Gonzalva, 
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Gonzalva, they proceeded to the palace 


of the Alhambra. Ferdinand was already 


maſter of it. Ferdinand conqueror, as 
ſoon as Alamar had left the breach, had 
ſent Lara to take king Boabdil priſoner. 
This weak monarch trembling in the 
midſt of his eunuchs, waited for his chains, 
and ſhed ſome unavailing tears. His 
mother Aixa, who was near him, with 
eyes which anger inflamed, regarded her 
worthleſs ſon. © Yes,” ſays ſhe, “ you 
do well to weep; weep as a woman, ſince 
you did not dare to defend the crown of 
your anceſtors like a man.” 


Lara at this moment appeared. He 
commanded Boabdil to tollow him, and 
led him to the feet of Ferdinand. The 
dethroned prince bent his knee. Ferdi- 
nand, with an affected clemency, con- 
cealed his contempt; he raiſed his feeble 

| M 2 enemy, 
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enemy, whom he knew too well to fear, 
and gave him his liberty. 


Finally, Grenada was every where 
ſubdued : the Spaniard, in all parts tri- 
umphant, crowned his ſucceſs by his 
humanity to the conquered. Lara, 
Medina, and all the chiefs ſpared the 
trembling people, and made the aſylum 
of the unfortunate, ſacred in the eyes of 


their troops. The ramparts were covered 


with blood, but in the Cp tranquility 
prevailed. 


Ferdinand allowed to the ſubmiſſive 
Moors their religion, their property, and 
their fortunes. He received, from the 
introduction of Gonzalva, the virtuous 
Muly-Haſſem, and the tender Zulima, as 
a beloved daughter, as a king whom he 
had long eſteemed, He paid them all 
the reſpect due to their misfortunes and 


the 
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the honours which their rank demanded; 
and wiſhing to give Gonzalva the only 
reward worthy of his exploits, he proved 


his gratitude to the hero by his kindneſs 


to Zulima. 


On the morrow the auguſt Iſabella, 
ſurrounded by her court, mounted on a 
white ſteed, covered with precious ſtones, 
Iſabella appeared at the gates of the city, 
when Ferdinand preſented her the keys. 


She made ber triumphant entry in the 
midſt of the army, who ſhouted her glo- 


rious name, ns through crouds of People 
aſtoniſhed to fee conquerors ſo merciful. 
Calm and modeſt after victory, ſhe pro- 
tected the Moors and rewarded the Spa- 


niards. Gonzalva and Lara by her fide, 


conducted her to the great moſque, now 
become the temple of Chriſt. The queen 


returned thanks to the God of armies, 


implored him to watch over the empire 


he 
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he had entrufied to her, and prayed him 
not to encreaſe her dominions, but to 
give her virtues enough to make her ſub- 
jects happy. 

On the ſame altar, in the ſame temple, 
Gonzalva, a few days after, received the 
hand of Zulima. Muly, vanquiſhed by 
his virtues, conſented to receive him as 
his ſon-in-law; and did not the leſs love 
his daughter, although ſhe. was become 
a Chriſtian. The queen herſelf and Fer- 
dinand were the witneſſes of this ſweet 
union. Lara, whoſe happineſs equalled 
thar, perhaps, of Gonzalva, preſſed his 
friend to his boſom; and the greateſt of 
heroes, the moſt faithful of friends, and 
the moſt amiable of wives began a long 
ſeries of proſperous and glorious days. 


